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To the Ricur HonoURABLE 


ROBBER BM 
EARL of KILD ARE, 


Baron of Or RRLI A, and one 
of His Majeſty's moſt ho- 
nourable Privy Council. 


My LORD, 


Reputation by committing them- 
ſelves to the Cenſures of the 
Public, are yet ſufficiently repaid 
by that Indulgence allow'd them of addref- 
ling the moſt eminent Men of their Times, 
g thoſe, 


Dx vicartion. 


thoſe, whoſe Wiſdom and Virtue render 
them as conſpicuous as their Nobility. 
I muſt own, the principal Advantage I 


| _ propoſed from the Publication of the fol- 


owing Poems, was the Opportunity it gave 

Me of teſtifying to the World, the Vene- 
ration I have for your Lordſhip's //7r:ne ; 
or to ſpeak more properly, thoſe many 
and uncommon / irtues, which conſtitute 
the moſt amiable Character among the 
Nobility of this, or perhaps any other 
Nation. | 

This Character naturally calls for a Pa- 
negyric, and, if my Lord K:ildare's Mo- 
deſty were not eminent over all his other 
Virtues, would certainly extort it. 

I am ſenſible, that this Declaration may 
well be thought to have much of the 
common Air and Spirit of Dedications. 
My Lord, I own it: Nor does it pretend 
to any other Diſtinction, than the Sincerity 
and Evidence of Truth. 

Hattery is the common Objection to all 
Dedications; and yet to avoid this Imputa- 
tion, it is hard to be depriv'd of the gene- 

rous 


RE DICATTO x. 


rous Pleaſure of praiſing Virtues, which, 
as they are not always the Attendants of 
Titles, ought rather to be publiſh'd for In- 
citements to others; for what can be more 
uſeful to the World, than to behold true 
Nobility more anxious to deſerve Dignities, 
than to inherit them ? 

That this, my Lord, is your Maxim, 
your Actions ſufficiently demonſtrate to 
the World. 

Your Life convinces us, that to be ſin- 
cerely Religious, to be a tender Huſband, 
Father, and Friend, a perpetual Bleſling 
to the Diſtreſs'd, and a Lover of one's 
' Country, are Perfections, which can add 
new Honour to the moſt Ancient, and He- 
: reditary Nobility. 

! Your ſincere Love to your Country has 
been ſufficiently ſhewn, (to omit all other 
Inſtances) in your conſtant Reſidence a- 
mong us, when the greateſt Part of our 
Menu of Titles were deluded into different 
| Kingdoms, to purchaſe Vanity, at the Ex- 
pence of their own Intereſt, and the Hap- 
pineſs of their Country. 


My 


—ñ— — — — — — 
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Devpicartron. 


My Lord, I fincerely wiſh that this 
Collection, which I moſt humbly offer up 


to your Patronage, had much more Merit 


to deſerve it ; but, ſuch as it is, I hope it 
may be allow'd to avail ſo far, as to pub- 


liſh the unfeigned Regard of, 


My LORD, 
Wr Lordſhip's moſt Oblig a, 


Moft Obedient, aud 


Mot Humble Servant, 


MarrTHEW PiLKINGTON, 


PREFACE. 


Am now committing my ſelf to the Fudg- 
ment of the Public, uncertain what the Fate 
| of theſe Trifles will be, which J entirely ſub- 
mit to their Cenſure; and with as little 
Solicitude, as a Parent ſends his fav'rite Son to the 
Field of Battle, where it is expected he muſt encounter 
many Enemies, and many of thoſe Enemies not half ſo 
fair as they fſhou's be, but uncertain whether he is ab- 
 ſolutely to periſh, or to return loaded with Infamy or 
 Lawrels, | 
It wou'd be the higheſt Ingratitude in me to neglect 
this Opportunity of publiſhing my Acknowledgements 
to thoſe abe Perſons, who have honour'd and en- 
courag'd me with their Subſcriptions; and, in Return, 
I muſt aſſure them, that T have been as careful as poſ- 
fible, in engaging my judicious Acquaintance to point 
cut to me thoſe Faults, which an Author is very ill 
qualify'd to diſtinguiſh in his cn Performances; and 
EE a lat 


PA RE FA C RE. 


| that T have not ſpared any Induſtry to know my De- 
Fedt,, nor any Labour to amend them. 
I | Inexpreſſible are the Obligations, (and unpardona- 
| ble were the Folly and Humility o y of DR them) 
which I have to The admired Doctor Swift, who con. 
deſcended to peruſe the following Poems with the grea- 
' teſt Kindneſs and Care, and honour'd them with his 
| Corrections and Remarks ; and I hope he will forgive 


me the Vanity of telling the World how much Candour, 
Humanity, and Accuracy of Fudgment he teſtify'd on 

| that Occaſion. 

| To conclude, I. Hall think my ſelf extremely ba- 
ll py, if my generous Encouragers 1 but little Reaſon | 
| to repent of their Kindneſs to me; and have no more to 

| add but this one Declaration, that if this Miſcellany 

| (which in the common Cant of an Author, I muſt call 

| the Product of a few leiſure Hours,) ſhall happen to 
be diſapbrov d and condemn'd by the Fudicious ; J A 

[| T ſhall be diſcreet enough to give my ſelf little Trouble 
about it; being convinc'd, after the Modeſty of better 
Examples, that if bad, all Endeavours to ſupport it 
will be ineffettual ; and that any Vindication of it, 
aoul at all Events, be either entirely uſeleſs, or unne- 


ceſſary. q 


DuBLiN, Aug. 
25, 1730. 
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To the REVEREND 


Mr. Marruew PlILEINGTON, 


On the Progreſs of Muſick, and his other 
| POEMS. 


Ebold, the Father of poetic Fire, 


Once more awakes the conſecrated Lyre, 


« Commands his Son to touch the folemn 


C Chords, 
And temper Wit with Art, and Sound with Words; 
; To tune Ierne's ancient Harp, and raiſe 
Auſonian Mu/ic in Britannic Lays; 
To melt the tender Fair, to rouſe the Brave, 
To glad the Gay, and entertain the Grave, 
a 2 Viclo- 


(Xx) 


Victorious Rome, her tow'ring Eagles bore 


Over Britannia fo #5 Atlantic Shore; 


Her deathleſs Warriors in purſuit of Fame, 


Fir'd with the Glory of the Latian Name, 


Far as they ſhook their Spears, or wing'd their Darts, 
What they deſtroy d by Arms, repair d by Arts : 
Ierne then unciviliz'd and rude 

Remain'd — lerne was not then ſubdu'd : 

But now by Britain, and by Time encreas'd, 5 
Her Manners brighten where her Triumphs ceas'd ; 
The God of Numbers, and the God of Light 

Reſcues our Poets from the Shades of Night, 

Toro Northern Climes his Glance divine diſplays, |; 


Ripeus our fudgment, and ſublimes our Lays. 


As 


n 


FA 


Fa 


* Soff as Anacreon, and as Pindar ftrong : 
Whether in lofty Notes you touch the Strings, 
| The Hill re-echoes, and the Valley rings ; 


n of 


Ts ſtill preſented to the ſecond View, 


(83) 


As in a finiſh'd Picture, ſomething new 


Some Mafter-ftrokes of Art, which duly raiſe 

Freſh Funds of Wonder, and Reſerves of Praiſe; 

So in thy Poems exquifitely wrought, 

With all the Charms of Art, and Strength of Thought, 
New Beauties ſtill the raviſh'd Fancy þrite, 

And ſtill the more we read, the more we like. 


Such are the various Beauties of thy Song, 


Or tune in gentler Lays the breathing Lyre, 
The Nymphs are raviſh'd, and the Swains admire : 


Apollo 


& ©) 
Apollo kindles the ſuperior Flame, 
And all the Sifters animate the Theme : 


| MAdorns thy Verſe, nor withers on thy Brow; 
| The baafted Glories of the mighty Nine, 

1 

| Bleſt Bard! are all epitomiz'd in thine. 


Thus from their Parent Orb, for ever bright, 
The fireaming Rays of firſt-created Light, 
D:ffuſely ſcatter d thro' our Hemiſphere, 
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Deſcending ficken in the groſſer Air; 


—— — 
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But call d by Newton's Glaſs, the various Seeds 


tot. 1 — ů 


Are ill attracted, as the Focus feeds; 
Till all the Particles collected ſhine, 


5 
\ 
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i 
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15 
14 
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And, blazing, prove their Origin divine. 


' Pluck'd from the ſacred Grove, the Laurel-Boygh-. 


But 


| Of Praiſe, which flutrers now, and now is paſt, 


| Muſt ſerve the Public at his own Expence. 


Of wedding Fame for better or for worſe. 


In Cenſure or Applauſe be ſtill the ſame, 
Nor Sacrifice thy Quiet to thy Fame. 


* Whoever Bard or Patriot will commence, 


See Pope and Gay, (nor yet the World aſham'd !) 
| This unrewarded, and the other blam'd ! 

| Lo! fprightly Prior in the Duſt prophan'd, 
Aud the chaſt Urn by Hands polluted flain'd : 


(xm) 


But yet, undaunted Youth, tho" fond to raiſe, 


By honourable Means, immortal Praiſe, 


Yet, yet ſuſpett from thy triumphal Car, 
The Shocks of Envy, and the critic War : 


Reflect upon the public Poet's Curſe, 


Be not tranſported with the fudden Blaſt 


2 Great 


( xiv 
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Great Milton, whoſe exalted Muſe cou d riſe 

Alone, to ſpeak the Language of the Skies, 

Cou'd ſcarce receive for all his Book of Fame, 
What the diſdainful Muſe relents to name. 

O! ever-injur'd Bard ! ungrateful Age! 4 
How great the Worth of his illumin'd Page ! 

May you, hike him, enrich your native Iſle 

With Thought ſublime, and Majeſty of Stile, 

In Art and Nature equally compleat, 


Like him excel — but meet a nobler Fate. 
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PROGRESS of MUSICK 


IN 


IRE LAND. 
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= * thee 28 th obſequious Muſe obeys, 
dreads the Danger ſhe 


ST 


B But 


Sy 


(2) 
But vain are Infant Fears, I plead in vain, 


The Taſk too Noble, too Sublime the. Strain, 


The Fancy's wing'd, and ſprings to bolder Flights, 

When Beauty bids, and Harmony invites; 

For each, our Paſſions pleaſingly controuls ; 

Love's but the purer Harmony of Souls : 

Muſick and Love the ſavage World refin'd, 

Reform'd the Manners, while they rais'd the 
Mind, 

Gave Man a Foretaſte of the Joys above; 

For what is Heav'n but Harmony and Love? 


Hiberma long beheld, with Sorrow fill'd, 
Her Poets and her Sons in Arts unſkill'd: 
Sons! dead to Fame, nor comely to the Sight, 
Their Cuſtoms wild, their Manners unpolite ; 
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Nor yet could My/ick boaſt perſuaſive Charms, 


To tempt one ſprightly Genius to her Arms: 
The Muſe, in mournful Pomp, laments her Caſe, 
, Pale Grief and Anguiſh painted in her Face; 
To lonely Woods retire the l Throng, 
Uncharm'd by Sound, and negligent of Song : 
The ſilent Lark forgets to wake the Dawn 
Wich early Song, ſuſpended o'er the Lawn, 
7 On Earth he pines, and droops his uſeleſs Wings 


With dumb Concern, and neither Soars nor Sings. 


At length a Swain, long tortur d with Deſpair, 
The Scorn of ſome inexorable Fair, 
Haunted each Grove, each dark Retreat of 
Grief, 
Bereft of Eaſe, and hopeleſs of Relief ; 
B 2 Nightly 


(4) 
Nightly he heard fad Phiſome] complain, 
And wiſh'd to copy ſo divine a Strain, | 
So clear, ſo ſoft the plaintive Warbler ſung, 7 
The Groves, and Hills with plaintive Echoes rugg ] 
Her Notes fo mournfully melodious flow, . 


They calm his Soul, and mitigate his Woe, 


Diſtreſsful Paſſion both alike bewail, ] 
He ſighs his Grief, ſhe chants her piteous Tale. 


Fain would he Sing; his Voice was ſtill ſuppreſt ö 


By fwelling Sighs, Which ruggied from his Breaſt. 
Deſpair, whoſe Sting can haughtieſt Minds con- 
troul, 


Unſtrings his Nerves, and quite unmans his Soul, 


Breaths a wild Horror into ev'ry Part, 


KReſtrains his Tongue, and preys upon his Heart. 
But 


, 
4 


6 
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But near the Grove, where comfortleſs he lies, 
The ſpiky Reeds in waving Cluſters rife, 
He models one, and his Invention tires, 
Varying its Form as Art or Chance inſpires: 
Then gives it Breath to fing: With gentle Mirth | 
Ic ſtrikes the Ear, as conſcious of its Birth. 
With ſharpen'd Steel he lanc'd its tender Skin, 
In Order rang'd the op'ning Wounds are ſeen, 
Wounds ! leſs than he receiv'd, with piercing 

Smart, | 

in that ſoft Inſtrument of Love, the Heart: 
To theſe his active Fingers he applies, 
Which bid the changing Mufick fall, and riſe, 
While in the Road of Harmony they guide 
Each infant Sound, and o'er the Notes preſide, 


(6s) 
But o'er his Airs a gloomy Sorrow hung; 
For ſtill he lov'd, and Love diſtreſs'd he ſung, 


His Heart in ev'ry Accent ſeem'd to bleed, 
And Grief harmonious trembled from the Reed. 


And ſtill the Tenor of Hibernian Strains, 
Thoſe pleaſing Labours of enamour'd Swains, 
From his a melancholly Turn receive, 


The Airs are moving, and the Numbers grieve. 


Mufick thus wak'd to Life, fair Child of Love! 
Time's rip'ning Touch, and growing Arts improve, 
While to the feeble Voice of ſlender Reeds, 

The manlier Muſick of the Fife ſucceeds. 


Alike in Form, but of a larger Mold, 


More durable its Frame, its Tone more bold; 


Now 


„„ 


Now lively Numbers, born on willing Gales, 
Flow to the Hills, and echo in the Vales; 

The rural Throng now chearful croud around, 
And catch, enamour'd, the inſpiring Sound, 
They walk and move with correſpondent Mien, 
And Dance exulting on the level Green : 

No Secret now the raptur'd Heart conceals, 
The conſcious Maid her hidden Flames reveals, 
In glowing Bluſhes on her Cheeks they riſe, 
Burſt from her Tongue, and kindle in her Eyes. 


But ſecret Pleaſures once diſclos'd to Sight, 
\ Give Birth to freſh Succeſſions of Delight. 
On Objects new the reſtleſs Fancy ſtrays, 


And wantons in the Search of nobler Lays: 


Extended 


(8) 
Extended Strings at length Experience found! 
1 Start at the Touch, and tremble into Sound; 0 


of which a Vocal Multitude conſpire, 


60 In ſhining Order plac'd to form the Lyre: ; 
And thus the Strings, as in a Choir combin'd; 


| i Have each their Parts of Harmony aflign'd: 
| Some heavenly Sounds tranſportingly create, 


= 
| Like Echo ſome the heav'nly Sounds repeat, 
| | 
| | Thoſe plac'd above, rejoice in ſprightly Tones, ö 
| Below the rough, hoarſe Baſe, reſponſive, groans. | 
| ; 5 = \ 
If the judicious Artiſt bids them play, 


The dancing Chords in filver Sounds obey ; 
But ſtruck with Hands unſkill'd, they ſpring to 
War, 
Hiſs out their Rage, and in harſh Diſcords jar. 
Muſick 


(9) 


Myufic henceforward more Domeſtick grew, 
Courts the throng'd Towns, and from the Plaing 
withdrew : 
The Vagrant * Bard his circling Viſits pays, 
And charms the Villages with venal Lays, 
The ſolemn Harp, beneath his Shoulder plac'd, 
With both his Arms is earneſtly embrac'd, 
Sweetly irregular, now ſwift, now flow, 
Wich ſoft Variety his Numbers flow, 
The ſhrill, the deep, the gentle, and the ſtrong, 
With pleaſing Diſſonance adorn his Song; 
While thro' the Chords his Hands unweary'd range, 


The Muſic changing as his Fingers change. 


* Carulan, 


— 


610) 


The Crowd tranſported in Attention hung, 


Their Breath in Silence ſleeps upon the Tongue, 


# A 


The Heels forget to turn, the Labours ceaſe, 


And ev'ry Sound but Mujic ſinks to Peace. 


So when the Thractan charm'd the Shades below, 


And brought down Raptures to the Realms of Woe, 


Deſpairing Ghoſts from Labour ſtand feleas d, 
Each Wheel, each Inſtrument of Torture ceas'd; 


The Furies drop their Whips, afflictive Pain 


Suſpends, with ghaſtly Smiles, her Iron Reign, 
All Groans were ſtill'd, all Sorrow lull'd to Reſt, 


And ev'ry Care was huſh'd in ev'ry Breaſt. 


Toy ſpreads her Wings o'er all the raptur'd Ie, 
And bids each Face be brighten'd to a Smile. 
Now 


W 


To paint the chearful Earth with od'rous Flow'rs, 


And bids ev'n Things inanimate look gay. 


And here with kind Indulgence fix their Seat: 
| Then Viner roſe, with all their Warmth inſpir'd, 
A Bard careſs'd by all, by all admir'd; 


He choral Strings, in fleepy Silence bound, 


(IBF: - 


Now Nature, pleas'd, her Gifts profuſely pours, 


So chang'd a Scene ſhe wonders to ſurvey, 


The Muſes now from Albion's Jie retreat, 


Touch'd into Voice, and waken'd into Sound ; 
Then taught thoſe Sounds to flow with eaſy Art, | 
To wooe the Soul, and glide into the Heart, 


In Notes, untry'd before, his Fancy dreſt, 
And bid new Tranſports riſe in ev'ry Breaſt. 


R tf 
C 2 While g 


( 12) 


While round in Crowds the fair Creation ſtand, 


The poliſh'd Viol trembling in his Hand, 

While ſwift as Thought, from Note to Note he 
ſprings, 

Flies o'er th' unerring Tones, and ſweeps the ſound- 
ing Strings, 

The Old, the Young, the Serious, and the Gay, 

With raviſh'd Ears devour the witching Lay; 

The Lover's Eyes now languiſhingly roll, 

And ſpeak the Dictates of the e Soul; 

Foes, in whoſe Breaſts the wildeſt Paſſion ſtrove, 

Forget their Rage, and ſoften into Love: 

The prideful Beauty, feels with new Surprize 

Her Boſom ſwell, and wonders why ſhe ſighs, 

Each Paſſion acts as he affects the Heart, 

And Nature anſwers ev'ry ſtroke of Art, 


2 But 


he With Wonder dwell on Nicolini's Song, 


ut 


Cou'd calm the harſh diſturber Care, to Eaſe, 


With Fear delight us, and with Sorrow pleaſe ; 


And Raptures, which he never felt, inſpire. 


(13) 
But now refin'd Hibernia's raviſh'd Throng, 


Whoſe warbling Voice and tuneful Tongue diſpenſe, 
The blended Harmony of Sound and Senſe : 
With theſe he knew the liſt'ning Soul to charm, 


And ev'ry Torment of its Sting diſarm, 


Cou'd warm the kindling Soul with am'rous Fire, 


While Mu/jic thus its native Beauty ſhows, 
And from its living Spring delightful flows, 
How does it raiſe! how gladden ey'ry Heart! 


How far tranſcend the mimic Voice of Art] 


* - 


3 


11 


( 14 ) 


So, when Belinda's heav'nly Beauties ſtand, 
Wrought into Life by Kneller's magic Hand, 
Her Face, her Shape, have all that Art can give, 
Start from the animated Paint, and Live; 
But, when the real Nymph, divinely bright, 
Array'd in native Luſtre, ſtrikes our Sight, 
Some nameleſs Tranſport in our Boſom plays, 


That Shade and Colour want the Force to raiſe. 


Dubours next ſways the Soul with niceſt Art, 
And binds in airy Chains the captive Heart, 
While from the vocal Strings, and ſhifting Bow, 
At his nice Touch th' obſequious Numbers flow. 


With eaſy Toil he ſwells the Notes aloud, 


Now on the Ear precipitant they croud, 


Now, 


P 
þ 


A 


W, 


The animated Hero pants for Arms, 
Wich guiltleſs Rage th' impetuous Spirit glows, 
And proſtrates Legions of imagin'd Foes, 


With Humour fraught his quick'ning Genius 


Then ſmiling Joys thro' ev'ry Aſped fly, 


(15 ) 


Now, ſcarcely heard, they gradually decay, 
And with melodious Cadence waſte away, 


While at his melting Falls, and dying Notes, 
Around the Heart the liquid Rapture floats. 


With martial Ardour if he boldly warms, 


But if to Mirth a ſprightly Strain inclines, 
ſhines, 
Glow in the Lips, and wanton in the Eve. 


Next 


— 22 
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(16) 


Next Bocchi reigns, whom Art and Nature grace 


To ſmooth the Roughneſs of the ſullen Baſe, 
Directs his Notes diſtinct to riſe or fall, 


Tries ev'ry Tone to charm, and charms in all, 


Th' awaken'd Ae thus riſes, thus refines, 
e with Time, and in Perfection ſhines ; 
The firſt rude Lays are now but meanly priz'd, 
As rude, neglected, as untun'd, deſpis'd : 

Dead 


(in Eſteem too dead) the Bards that 
ſung, 
The F:fe neglected, and the Harp unſtrung. 


So when the Thruſh exalts his chearful Throat, 
To glad the Fields with many an artleſs Note, 
With 


hat 


"ich 


And liſt'ning Echo dwells upon the Sound; 


And, anxious of Succeſs, diſtruſtful ſings; 


| O! might her Lays ro thy Eſteem ſucceed, 


(17) 


With rude Delight the Liſt'ner's Breaſt he warms, 


| Wild tho he ang his ſylvan Wildnefs charms; 


| 
Bur if the warbling Nightingale prepares | 
Her ſofter Voice, that melts with thrilling Airs, 


The Winds are huſh'd, {till Silence reigns around, 


Harſh ſeem the Strains which gave Delight before, 


And far excell'd, thoſe Strains delight no more. 
The pauſing Muſe now ſhuts her vent'rous Wings, 
For whom he cun'd her arlefs Voice and Reed, 


Thy Smiles would ſwell her Heart with honeſt Pride, 
Approv'd by thee ſhe ſcorns the World beſide. 


1 HYMN to SLEEP. 
4 
iſt Set to MUSICK by Mr. LORENZZO BoCcHli. 
| ll! 7 1 | 
L | 
3 


OD of Sleep, for whom 1 languiſh, 


God of Golden Dreams and Peace, 
Gently ſooth a Lover's Anguiſh, 


Help to make his Tortures ceaſe: 


11 Spread 
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Spread thy ſacred Pinions o'er me, 
Lull the buſy Soul to reſt, - 


Then, bring her I love before me, 


She that's painted in my Breaſt. 
- 


IL 


| If kind as fair, my Prize Ill keep, 


And, great as Jove, the World forlake ; 


Let me, thus bleſs'd, for ever ſleep, 


And lye, and dream, and never wake ; 


But, fhou'd the Fair, divinely bright, 


Reject my Vows, and ſcorn my Flame, 


Fly, fly, kind Sleep, reſtore the Lighr, 


Let Strephon ſee twas all a Dream. 


D 2 LUSUS 


( 20 ) 


, , 
CC dn a | 


LUSUS PILA AMALORIUS 
Ex Nive coacta. 5 


Epigramma PETRONII ArFRANIL 


E nive candenti petiit modo Julia, rebar 
Igne carere nivem, nix tamen ignis erat. 


Quid nive e ee tamen urere | 


noſtrum 
Nix potuit, manibus, Yulia, miſla tuis. 
Quis Locus inſidiis dabitur mihi tutus amoris, 
Frigore concreta fi latet ignis aqua ? : 
Julia, ſola potes noſtras extinguere flammas ; 
Non nive, non glacie, ſed potes igne pari. 


The Same iranſlated 


F* RO M Julia 8 Hand a Snoꝛo-Ball came, 
I thought it Ice, bur felr it Flame: 
See! as the handen'd Pla ſhe 8 | 


The Subſtance kindles as it goes, 


Forgets 
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#- 
= 
#* 
4 
87 
5 
4 
4 
. 
* 
4 
ö 


Fo 


1 
Fu 


Ou 


Q 


No 


(21) 


Forgets its native Cold, when preſs t 


By her ſoft Hand, and burns my Breaſt. 


Where ſafe from Love ſhall I retire, 
If Som contains a latent Fire! ? 


Fula, thy Love clone can eaſe 


Our Pains, and quench the Fires you raiſe. 


| 242484 Sd Kb ch 
To MIR 4 A Paſtoral Pok u. 


O Mira, fair as early Day, 
| More chearing than the ſunny Ray, 


N ot all che Beauties Nature yields, 


To ſcent the Lawn, or grace the Fields, 
Not gawdy Finch, with gilded Wing, 
No: ene Larks that Soar and Sing, 


( 22 ) 


Nor cooling Seat in vaulted Bow'rs, 


Nor Fragrance breath'd from op'ning Flow'rs, 


Nor Fall of Streams, nor lonely Walks, 
Where unſubſtantial Echo talks, 

Nor bleating Flocks, nor graſſy Downs, 
Nor filken Maids retir'd from Towns, 


Not theſe have Charms, whene'er we part, 


To kindle Pleaſure in my Hearr. 


Thus, mourns the thrifty gliſt ning Bee, 
For abſent Sun, and droops like me : 
Nor prunes his gawdy Wings to fly, 
Where Flow'rs, in gay Confuſion, lye ; 
Nor Sweetneſs ſips from Bloſſoms fair, 


Nor ſportive ſkims thro Fields of Air 2 


Nature, 


So! 
TI 


He 


( 23 ) 
Nature, too poor to ſooth its Pain, 
Spreads all her Store of Sweets in vain, 


; That ſingle Bleſſing unpoſleſs'r 
Of all their Reliſh robs the reſt. 


OOO IONIC 


MIRA and COLIN. A Soxs. 
| i. 

Þ HE Morn was fair, the Sky ſerene, 
The Face of Nature ſmil'd, 

Soft Dews impearl'd the tufted Plain, 

And Daiſy-painted Wild: 

The Hills were gilded by the Sun, 

Sweet breath'd the vernal Air, 

Her early Hymn the Lark begun 

To ſooth the Shepherd's Care; 


( 24 ) 
i. 
When Mira fair, bad Colin gay, 
Both fam'd for faithful Love, 
Delighted with the riſing Day, 
Together ſought 1 Grove: 
And near a ſmooth tranſlucent Stream 
That filent ſtole along, 
Thus Colin to his matchleſs Dame 
Addreſs d the tender Song. : 
III. 

Hark! Mira, how from yonder Tree 
The feather'd Warblers ſing, 
They tune their artleſs Notes for thee; 

For thee, more ſweet than Spring : 
How choice a Fragrance thro' the Air 


Thoſe Spring-born Bloſſoms ſhed, 


'$ 


How 


(25) 
How ſeems that Vi'let proud to rear 
; Its purple-tintur'd Head 
IV. 
Ah! Mira, had the tuneful Race 
. Thy Heart-bewitching Tongue, 
N Who would not fondly haunt the Place, 
Enamour'd while they ſung? 
ve Flow'rs, on Mira's Boſom preſt, 
| Ne'er held ye Place ſo fair, 


| Tho' oft ye breathe on Venus Breaſt, 


5 


And ſcent the Graces Hair. 
ö V. 
Shall T to Gems compare thine Eyes, 
| Thy Skin to Virgin Snows, 
| Thy balmy Breath, to Gales that riſe 


From ev'ry new-blown Roſe? 


E 


w 


( 26 ) 


Ah, Nymph! fo far thy Charms outſhine 


The faireſt Forms we ſee, : 8 
We only gueſs at Things divine 


By what appears in Thee. 
VI. 


"Twas thus enamour'd Colin ſung, 


His Love-excited Lays, 


The Grove with tender Ecchoes rung, 


Reſounding Mira's Praiſe: 


And thus cries Love, who ſported near, V 

And wav 'd his ſilken Wings, A 

What Wonder, ſince the Mympb's fo fair, | T 

So fond the Shepherd ſings. | H 

| T 
A 


— 


T O vonder newly-open'd R2/c, 
Whoſe Leaves the Morning's Bluſh diſcloſe, 


U#7 
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In tenui Labor. VIRG. 


How ſwift that prudent Inſect flies, 
Who oft in Beds of Fragrance lies ; 
And now the dewy Drop devours 

That ſoft impearls the blowing Flow'rs! 
| He now on Wings of Zephyrs rides, 
Then, ſmooth in airy Circles glides, 
And taſtes whatever Nature yields 


In fragrant Gardens, Groves or Fields. 


E 2 That 


(28) 


That Vi'let Bank —, how ſweet it ſmells! 
How long on ev'ry Bloom he dwells — ! 


The Primroſe now he makes his Prey, 


And ſteals the Cow/hp's Sweets away, 


Ceaſe —, artful Plund'rer —, ſpoil no more 
Theſe Bloſſoms of their balmy Store, 


Which Nature taught them to produce, 


For nobler Man's Delight and Uſe: 
Nay —, rather Plunder — fince we find 


No Traces of the Theft behind. 


But now, why nimbly do'ſt thou riſe, 


And lightly ikim before my Eyes ? 


(29) 
And why thy tender Pinions ſpread, 
To hum, and wanton round my Head? 


What ſwells thy little Heart to Rage ? 


Raſh Fool ! what prompts thee to engage 
With Man, fo far ſurpaſſing thee? 

Why do'ſt thou whet thy Sting at Me: 
When thou in Woodbine Bow'rs did'ſt play, 
Or in the Roſe emboſom'd lay, 

Or thro' the ſcented Alleys flew 


Where Vrlets breath'd, or Lillies grew, 


Did I thy harmleſs Joys moleſt ? 


nd 


Did I with Terror fill thy Breaſt ? 
Did e'er I,chace thee round the Bow'r 


For Sweets, the Spoils of many a Flow'r? 


And wilt thou, vain, ungrateful Thing ! 


Ar me direct thy poyſon d Sting? 


— 


( 30) 
Fly hence — to lonely Deſarts fly —, 
And wilt thou ſtill perſiſt —, then die , 


And now, thy filken Wings I ſeize, 
Theſe filken Wings 9 more ſhall teize, 
Nor ſhall they, ſmooth thy Body bear 
Along the Boſom of the Air; 


But thus —, torn off —, thro' Tempeſts go, 
The Sport of all the Winds that blow: 

And next, thy Head ſhall ceaſe to cleave 

To thee, ſo indiſcreetly brave: 

The Sting, that wont * give us Pain, 

I thus —, for ever render vain, 


And thou a nameleſs Carcaſe art, 


Deſpoil'd of ev'ry harmful Part. 


( 31 ) 


'Tis done —, and now methinks I find 

Compaſſion working in my Mind ; 

A tender Pity ſwells my Breaſt, 
Too late, alas! to thee expreſt: 

Theſe Eyes which Death's cold Hand hath ſeal'd; 
How dim they ſeem! with Darkneſs veil'd! 
' Theſe Limbs, which knew to form ſo well, 
| With curious Art the waxen Cell, 
| And there reſerye its Treaſures rare, 

That might with Hybla's Sweets compare, 
| Now ſtiff —, there piteous Object lie, 
O Life! how ſwiftly doſt thou fly! 


A Moment ſince, and thou cou'dſt rove 
I'® Thro' Orchard, Meadow, Lawn, or Grove, 
Delighted 


( 32) 
Delighted in the Sunſhine play, 

And float along the lucid Ray ; 

Or ſkim the dimply Stream, and roam 
Far diſtant from thy Straw-built Home; 
Vet now thy little Spirit's fled, 

And thou att number'd with the Dead; 
Alas! how ſmall a Space ſupplies 

The Inſect, and the King that dies! 


By ſo ſevere, fo hard a Fate, 


Was Pompey ſtripp'd of all his State, 
Like thee a headleſs Corſe was made, 


No Sigh, no Tear, no Honour paid. 


Forgive, ah gentle Shade, forgive 
That Hand, by which you ceaſe to live ; 


633 

That Hand ſhall ſoon a Tomb prepare, 
And place your injur'd Body there; 

That Hand the ſweeteſt Flow'rs ſhall bring, 
The lov'lieſt Daughters of the Spring, 

The Pancy gay, the Vi let blue, 


And Roſes of celeſtial Hue, 
arnations ſweet, of various dye, 


And Tulips, form'd to pleaſe the Eye, 


And ev'ry fragrant op'ning Bloom, 


Shall breathe its Odours round thy Tomb : 


and I, too conſciqus of my Crime, 


hall make thee live to future Time. 


Cha F 


34 ) 
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70 Mr. on ſeeing a Friends 
| PicTURE of his PAINTING. M4 
| 

| _ —, whence can Paint aſſume ſuch Grace 

| To animate the mimick Face ? 

| | 
| That Face, where all that's good and wiſe 

ql Ma ] 
| Starts into Life, and itrikes our Eyes ; 

| And where, by thy creative Art, 

” Thoſe Graces ſhine that deck his Heart. 

| | , 


| Here Fortitude and Friendſhip ſhine 


| Confeſt, in ev'ry living Line, 
| Here breathes Philſophy ——= ; and there 


A calm, inſpir'd, exalted Air, 


Like 


435) 


Like Homer when his Lyre he ſtrung, 
And Thon's Woes divinely ſung ; 
Or Maro when in lofty Lays 

He hymn'd his Pollid's golden Days. 


Let others boaſt the Skill, to trace 


Some faint Reſemblance of the Face, 


But you the pow'rful Magic know 
Diſtin& the ſecret Soul to ſhow ; 
In thee that Excellence we find 


At once to paint the Face and Mind. 


de 


Hg O, the ſweeteſt Muſe of nine 
Who charm the Gods with Lays divine, 


Private and unperceiv'd withdrew, 


And ſwift from ſacred Pindus flew, 


On ſome exalted Project bent, 


But told no Creature her Intent. 


The God of Numbers heard it ſaid, 
His fav'rite, ſweet- tongu'd Muſe was fled, 
And he had oft obſery'd of late | 1 
That ſhe was abſent from her Seat, 0 


(27) 


When all her tuneful Siſter-Train 


Were forming ſome immortal Strain. 


He us'd to ſend her, now and then, 


With Hints to ſome peculiar Men, 


To Pope, Delany, Gay, or Swift, 
But now he cou'd not gueſs her Drift, 
\nd wonders much, that ſhe wou'd-venture 


o viſit Bards, except he ſent her; 


jo half-provok'd away he flies, 
Takes Hermes with him in Diſguiſe, 


geſolv'd to roam the World around, 


ill Clio's private Haunt is found; 


The Gods, impatient of Delay, 


o fam'd Eblana wing their Way, 


( 38 ) 


And prudent, firſt at Sts deſcend, | 
Apollo s beſt regarded Friend, 
And whom the God of Verſe and Wit, 8 
Inſpir d in ev ry Line he writ; _ 
There might they hope their Prize to gain q 

\p 


Where ev'ry Mufe delights to reign ; 
But ſhe, to execute her Scheme, 


Had left him juſt before they came. 


Quick as deſcending Rays of Light, 
To Delville next they take their Flight: 
Delville, where all the Wiſe reſort, 
Where oft the Mies keep their Court; 
And veil'd from 65 ry mortal Eye 
Thro' all the Doctor's Rooms they pry, 


(39) 

dl hey ſearch his arbour'd Seats and Garden, 
it Place to find a Muſe or Bard in:) 
Then turn'd his Papers o'er with Care, 

\nd plainly found ſhe had been there, 
auch Learning, Elegance and Eaſe, 

\ppear in all Delany's Lays, 

uch Beauties in his Numbers ſhine, 


\s prove their Origin divine. 


With theſe their Diſappointments vext, 
hey fly to fair Saphira's next, 
ind found her forming into Rhime 
Thought exalted and ſublime, 
erceiv'd ſuch Excellence and Wit, 


ch Charms in all ſhe ſpoke and writ, 


(45). 
As ſoon convine'd theit wond'ritig Eyes, 
The Muſe was with her in Diſguiſe, 

And fond the riſing Age to bleſs, 
Afum'd a mortal Form and Dreſs. 


The God delighted, calms his Rage, 


And cries, there live to charm the Age, 
Be thou a gay inſpiring Gueſt, | 
And fill with ſoft Delights her Breaſt; 
That Breaſt with all that's good replete : 
But, Clio, this will be thy Fate, 


] 
Thou ſhalt contrive the deathleſs Lays, \ 
But ſee Saphira win the Praiſe. l 
, 
/ 


The 


The 


(41 ) 


The INVITATION. 


To Dr. DELANVY at Delville, up c cxxIix. 


K — Y * — 1 


— — 


Excepto quod non ſimul eſſes, cetera lets. 


Delight to breathe the rural Air, 
Where Nature pours her beſt Pertumes 


ww HILE you, dear Friend, exempt from 
Care, 


From fragrant Flow'rs, and op'ning Blooms, 


While you, with Gardens, Groves and Plains, 


And various Eye-bewitching Scenes, 


Contrive 


( 42 ) 
Contrive politely how to pleaſe, 
And charm the Soul a thouſand Ways, 
I wiſh —, nor let my Wiſh be vain, 


To tempt you back to Town again. 


Twere Condeſcenſion great in thee 
To quit ſuch Joys to pleaſure me, 
For here no ſtately Dome have I, 

No Scenes to charm the roving Eye, 


No Gardens fair, no Fields to roam, 


Nor half the Sweets you find at Home : 


Yet if gay Ovid ſings aright, 


The Gods themſelves wou'd oft delight, 


Ev'n Hermes and Apollo too, 
(Both rival'd in their Arts by you, 


\ 
( 
1 
[ 
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Whethe 


( 43 ) 


Whether in Lays ſublime you ſhine, 
Or a& the Orator Divine :) 
Theſe Gods, I fay, wou'd now and then 
Deſcend, to viſit humble Men. 


Oft is it pleaſing to the Great 

To live forgetful of their State, 

To leave Abundance, and unbend 

Their Minds with ſome inferior Friend, 
Where bleſt with Health, and homely Fare, 
They quaff Delight, and ſmile at Care, 


And find that in an humble Cell, 
Mirth, Innocence, and Peace can dwell. 


Oft in a Teyſbop have you ſeen 
A gawdy-painted, ſmall Machine, 
G 2 


(44) 

Where Man and Wife are plac'd together, 
To tell by turns the Change of Weather; 
No Simile could half fo well 


Deſcribe the Houſe in which I dwell. 


O! wou'd ſome Zephyr waft, with Care, 
My Houſe and Garden thro' the Air, 
To Lands encircled by the Main, 
Where Lilliputian Monarchs reign, 
How wou'd it glad my Heart to fee 
Whole Nations — ſomewhat leſs than me? 


My Houſe wou'd then a Palace riſe, 


And Kings with Envy view my Size. 


O chou, by ev'ry Muſe inſpir'd, 


By ev'ry gen'rous Soul admir'd, 


DOT 


(45) 


\ while forſake the ſylvan Scene, 


and with the Graces in thy Train, 
Deſcend to make my Joys complear, 
\nd with thy Preſence bleſs my Seat: 

or thy enliv'ning Converſe lends 
\bundant Rapture to thy Friends, 

hy Words, expreſs'd with graceful Art, 


mprove the Head, and mend the Heart. 


The more we know thee, ſtill we find 
dome new Perfections in thy Mind, 
\ rich, ineſtimable Store 


Df Virtues, unperceiv'd before, 


Thus o'er the Vault of Heav'n by Night, 
e ſee a thouſand Orbs of Light, 


646) 
But when with nicer View we trace 


That bright, interminable Space, 


New Worlds of Glory there we ſpy, 
That ſcap'd at firſt the wond'ring Eye. 


i The GIRDLE. 
[ : 

| 1 N Slumber ſweet as Venus lay 

i | Within a fragrant Myrtle Grove, 
it Where odour-breathing Zephyrs play, 
| | There wily Cupid chanc'd to rove. 
i IL 
| Surpriz'd, he ſees the Goddeſs there 

| | Alone, and calmly lull'd to Reſt, 
I" 


SSS 


St 


dl 


With 


C49 ) 


With looſen'd Zone, and golden Hair, 


Soft-waving o'er her ſnowy Breaſt, 
III. 
This Love- creating Zone, he cries, 
0 Shall now diviner Cart ret grace, 
Shall give new Luſtre to her Eyes, 
And ſpread new Beauty o'er her Face. 
IV. 
The Girdle ſeiz'd, and Cupid flown, | 
From Sleep aroſe the Queen of Love, 
She miſs'd her Beauty-giving Zone, 
And ſought it, anxious, thro* the Grove. 
V. 
This Loſs will all my Charms deſtroy, 


She cries, and O I fear —, my Son 


Vith 


( 48 ) 


To give ſome fav'rite Female Joy, 


Hath all his Parent's Pow'r undone. 
= ; 
To ſearch him out, ſhe ſpeeds away 


From Place to Place, with eager Haſte, 


And ſpies him, full of Mirth and Play, 


At beauteous Cart'ret's Toilet plac'd. 


VII. 


The Fair, ſuch Charms poſſeſs d before 


As ne'er in mortal Form were ſeen, 
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ll The Girde adds a thouſand more, 

1 | 
| By which ſhe rivals Beauty's Queen. a 
i VIII. 

bi 

l | In Cart'ret's Face ſuch Graces ſmil'd, 

9 
[| | The Goddeſs looks away her Rage, N 
I | 

10 


( 49 ) 


I'm pleas'd, ſhe CT les, ſince thus beguil'd, 


To ſhow Perfection to the Age. 


ASAGLAAAALE ALS 


o MIR A, with the MISCELLANEOUS 
Worxs of Mr. POPE. 


IRA, to thee the fondeſt of 3 Friends 


Wich theſe ſoft Works his ſofteſt Wiſhes 
ſends, 


orks, form d with Grandeur, Majeſty, and Art, 
To raiſe the Mind, and to delight the Heart, 


ublimely ſoft, and nervous tho with Eaſe, 


nſpir d with ev'ry Excellence to pleaſe, 
The Pow'r of Numbers governing the whole, 


nchants the Ear, and mixes with the Soul. 


( 48 ) 


To give ſome fav'rite Female Joy, 
Hath all his Parent's Pow'r undone. 


VI. 
To ſearch him out, ſhe ſpeeds away 


From Place to Place, with eager Haſte, 


And ſpies him, full of Mirth and Play, —- 
At beauteous Cart'ret's Toilet plac'd. 


VIL 
The Farr, ſuch Charms poſleſs'd before 


As ne'er in mortal Form were ſeen, 


The Girale adds a thaked more, 
By which ſhe rivals Beauty's Queen. 
VIIL 
In Cart'ret's Face ſuch Graces ſmil'd, 


The Goddeſs looks away her Rage, 


649) 


I'm pleas'd, ſhe cries, ſince thus beguil'd, 


To ſhow Perfection to the Age. 


DIL bd 2d de dss! ecke 


o MIRA, with the MisczLLANEOUS 
Works of Mr. POPE. | 


FR A, to thee the fondeſt of thy Friends 
With theſe ſoft Works his ſofteſt Withes 


ſends, 


orks, form'd with Grandeur, Majeſty, and Art, 
To raiſe the Mind, and to delight the Heart, 
ublimely ſoft, and nervous tho' with Eaſe, 

ſpir d with ev'ry Excellence to pleaſe, 


he Pow'r of Numbers governing the whole, 


nchants the Ear, and mixes with the Soul. 


— 
— CI — _ 


as oem 
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( 50 ) 


If Windſor's facred Foreſt be his Theme, W 
Windſor delights us as a golden Dream, th 
Sweet are its Lawns and Groves in Fancy ſeen, ÞoJu 
With bloomy-Sprays, and ever-living Green, ſt! 
The Mind, tranſported with his Scenes, he leads n © 
O'er Hills, or Vales, or Flow'r-embelliſh'd Meads Þlcec 
From him new Charms inſpiring Windſor gains, 


And ſmiles with Bloom eternal in his Strains. T 


0 b 


If Pepe deſcribes the Youth prepar'd to chace, Nhe 


Wich wing'd Purſuit, the frighted ſylvan Race, 


To wind the vocal Horn, while Hills reſound, 
And urge the rapid Steed to ſkim the Ground, itt 
Th' impatient Fancy, wing'd with equal Speed, Nhe 
Flies o'er the Lawns, and ſtretches with the Steed. he 


Whey 


1 


When whelm'd in Grief fond Eloiſa lies, 


ith kind Concern we feel our Boſoms riſe, 


o juſt, ſo lively are her Woes expreſt, 


ſtrong Compaſſion throbs in ev'ry Breaſt, 


In ev'ry Sigh, in ev'ry Pang we ſhare, 


„ Wleed at her Wounds, and number Tear for Tear, 


To ſome lone Cell when mournful ſhe retires, 


o breathe thoſe Sighs, which Solitude inſpires, 


ho on a Tomb can ſce the Mourner fpread, 

he dreary Lodgment of the filent Dead,) 

here Damps unwholſome taint the purer Air, 
ith not one Friend to ſoften her Deſpair, 

Vho ſees unmoy'd the Soul-diſtreſſing Scene, 

. ho reads her Woes, and feels not all her Pain? 


ne 


H 2 Her 
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( 52 ) 


Her Grief enliven'd by the Poet's Art, 


With ev'ry kind Emotion ſways the Heart. 


When loftier Lines deſcribe the peaceful Age, 
And God Meſiab (wells the ſacred Page, 
How bold! how rais'd his Sentiments appear ! 


How juſtly temper'd with an hallow'd Fear ! 
How is the Bard with heav'nly Raptures fir'd! 
How, praiſing God! by God himſelf inſpir'd! 


Meſſiah born! O ſing Meſſiab's Reign 
When teeming Plenty loads the fruitful Plain: 
O ſmile ye Fields! ye Vallies laugh and fing! 
Rejoyce thou Sion Salem greet thy King! 

Ye Clouds, your Fatneſs on the Earth diſtill! 
Ve feather d People hymn from ev'ry Hill! 


7 


To 


T 


(53) 
To bleſs the Earth a God, a God deſcends, l 
Whoſe Wiſdom guides, whoſe Providence defends. 


O, cou'd I flow in Cowley's eaſy Vein, 
Or boaſt the gentle Granville's ſofter Strain, 
Cou'd I aſpire to Pope's ſublimer Stile, | 


(The nobler Homer of the Br:t:/h Ifle,) 


Each lively Thought ſhou'd, like thy Beauties, 


warm, 


And charm that Maid who lives the World to 


charm, 


— 
* 
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( 54) 
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An Op ro LYCIDAS. 


W 


Why, look with inſolent Diſdain, 


J. 
HY, Lyc:idas, ſhou'd Man be vain 


If bounteous Heav'n hath made him 


great, 


On thoſe undeck't with Wealth and State ? 


II. 
Can ſplendid Robes, or Beds of Down, 


Or coſtly Gems to deck the Hair, 
Can all the Glories of a Crown 
Give Health, or ſmooth the Brow of Care? 
+, III. The 


T. 


(3s) 
III. 
The ſcepter'd Prince, the burden'd Slaye, 
The Humble and the Haughty die, 
The Poor, the Rich, the Baſe, the Brave, 
In Duſt without Diſtinction he. 
Wi 161 


Go, ſearch the Tombs where Monarchs reft, 


Who once the richeſt Glories wore, 
Fled is that Grandeur they poſleſt, 


And all their Greatneſs is no more. 


V. 


So glides the Meteor thro' the Sky, 
And ſweeps along a gilded Train, 


But when its ſhort-liv'd Beauties die, 


Diſſolves to common Air again, 


— HD — 
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—. ELIE IE: 


The CANDLE. 


H. L] thou that chear'ſt the Face of Night, 


Fair, artificial World of Light, 


And kindles Darkneſs into Day, 


What Words thy Excellence can praiſe, 
Or paint the Beauties of thy Blaze ! 


The Stars that twinkle on the Eye 
Thro' yon immeaſurable Sky, 
A leſs Degree of Luftre ſhow, 
And leſs aſſiſt this World below. 


Whoſe Radiance bids the Gloom look gay, 


Prometheus, 


( 37 ) 


; Prometheus, boldeſt Son of Earth, 


Was ſure the Author of thy Birth; 
His Wiſdom form'd thee, fit to beat || 
The lucid Theft thro' Fields of Air. | 


When dark-ey'd Night enſhrouds the Skies 

Wich Shades, and Nature ſilent lies, 

Pleas'd with thy gloom-diſpelling Fire, 

I ſoon from Care and Noiſe retire : 

Then, fond of Wiſdom's Charms, explore 

The ancient Sages golden Store, 

And grieve, to think thoſe Sons of Fame 
were less Immortal — than their Name: 


— 
— 


. 
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! 
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(58) 


* 


I read old Homer's nervous Lines; 
Where Heav'n-born Inſpiration ſhines : 
Great Bard! who knew to raiſe Delight 
Ev'n from the Terrors of a Fight; 

To fire the Soul with Martial Rage, 
Or give engaging Charms to Age, 

To ſway the Heart with Hope or Fear, 
And wake the Grief-created Tear. 


By thee, I read what Flaccus writ 
With boundleſs Elegance and Wit; 
Or what the gay Anacreon ſung, 

Or Sapho's Soul-ſubduing Tongue: 
Or Swift's, or Pope's, or Maro's Lays, 
All bleſt with univerſal Praiſe, 


(59) 
By thee, the pleaſing Means I find, 
To brighten and improve the Mind. 


But while by Thirſt of Wiſdom led, 
I thus hold converſe with the Dead, 
Thy Beauty ſwift conſumes away; 
Alas! that faireſt Forms decay ! 

Tho! Helen heav'nly Charms poſſeſt 
That ſpread Delight thro' ev'ry Breaſt, 
Like thine, her Beauties cou'd not fave 


The fair Poſſeſſor from the Grave. 


In thee, Lætitia, tho we find 
All Virtues that exalt the Mind; 
Tho Nature ev'ry Gift ſupplies, 


To make thee, more than Woman, wiſe; 


I 2 


(60) 
Tho Seraphs hymn the Pow'r divine 
In Strains that only equal thine ; Ge 


Tho' now with all Perfections grac't, 
As Helen fair, as Cynthia chaſte, M 
Vet thou, and all that's good, or great, 


Muſt bow to waſting Time and Fate, 
Thy fprightly Wit, thy Eyes divine T 
| Shall ceaſe, 


ev'n They ſhall ceaſe to ſhine. 


| SSIHSTDOOOOTDODODD £22352 
CORVUS. A very common CasE. 


I. Eit 
F eber I marry, Corvus cries, 
The tender Partner of my Bed dhe 


Muſt be both affable and wiſe, | 4 
h Divinely form'd, and nicely bred. 


I 


II. Good: 


( 61) 


IE 


Good-natur'd, witty, gay, polite, 


Of Manners gentle and refin'd, 
Muſt like divine Saphira write, 
And boaſt a Mrra's perfect Mind. 
III. 


Twas well reſolv'd, a Wife he choſe : 


Sure Corvus is extremely bleſt! 
Alas, a wedded Wretch he grows, 
At Home perplex'd, Abroad a Jeſt. 
. 


Either by Wealth, or Features caught, 


Thoſe Charms that ſway the ſenſeleſs Crowd, 


She's the Reverſe of what he ſought, 
Grave, ſimple, fallen, teſty, proud. 


V. Like 


"Mi. Ie 


— 
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(62) 


V. _- Wing 
Like * Fauſtus he expects to gain, 
A fair One deck d with heav'nly Charms, 8 
But finds with Horror, Grief, Diſdain, 
A Fury thruſt into his Arms, | 1 


II NEIL IN I I INLET IP IP IPL IPL 


| U. 
— —| & 
Latine Redditus per Gul. DuxkIxN, A. B. 
4 ; : Il 
M. ſi fata volunt vinclo ſociare Jugali, 
Sit conjux facilis, comis, amica, placens; 
2 


— 
— — 


— — — 


* Alluding to a fabulous Paſſage in the Life of Fauſtus, who was de 
Juded by the Devils promiſing him the Enjoyment of a Helen, bus wif} A 
cheated with the Perſon of a Fury. 


Inge 


( 63) 


'Fingenium cui mite datur, cui ſplendida virtus 


Et fine bile ſales, & fine fraude decor: 


Saphiræ jactet Phæbum, Mireque Minervam, 
Nec minor igne Dei, nec minor arte Dez. 
Hæc ubi dixiſſet Corvus, præclara minatus, 


Uxorem duxit: nempe beatus erit : 


Ut voluit Fortuna, miſer ſua vincula mordet, 
Bella domi patitur, Ludibriumque foris. 
Leu ſcelerata fames auri, ſeu forma, profanum; 


Quzque movent vulgus, te quoque, Corve, movent. 


Illa viri votis contraria vota rependit, 
Iracunda, gravis, dura, ſuperba, rudis: 
Haud ſecus in ſcena, miſero damnatus amori, 
Divinæ Fauſtus virginis ora manet: 
Aſt dum Tyndarides collo dare brachia circum 


Ardet, in amplexus ſæva Megera ruit. 


— 
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The FLEA. Inſerib'd to N. P—, Ei; 


12 Hind' rer of my Reſt, 
Thus I tear thee from my Breaſt; 
Boſom Traytor! pinching Harm 
Wounding me who kept thee warm! 
Thro my Skin thou ſcatter'ſt Pains, 


Crimſon'd o'er with circling Stains. 


Skipping Mi/cbief ! ſwift as Thought 
Sanguine 1n/ef ! — art thou caught! 
Nought avail thy nimble Springs, 

Caus'd perhaps by viewleſs Wings ; 


( 65) 
Thoſe thy Teeth that cheat our Sight 
4 Ceaſe their titillating Bite, 
I, from all thy Vengeance freed, ö 
Safe ſhall ſleep, and ceaſe to bleed. | | 


| 
0 ; 
3 1 


Reet 


* 
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To FULVIA Jeng. 


So 
* 
4p A 


T HO' Time on the Features of Fulvia hath 
fed, 


And mow'd down the Roſes that bloom'd in her 
Face, 
Tho the Pale in her Cheeks hath ſupplanted the Red, 
And her Beauties to Wrinkles and Horror give 
Place, 


K UI. Yet | 


&z% 


Vet Fulvia in ſpight of her Perſon and Age, 


Well-ſuited to chill the moſt amorous Breaſt, 

While ſhe tortures our Sight, ſhe our Ears can en- 
gage, 
Wich a Voice, too divine to be juſtly expreſt. Thy 
III. 

So Fiddles with Vermin and Time half-· decay d, a 

Diſcolour's, and rotten, and duſty, and foul, 
If touch'd into Voice, are ſurprizingly made 


To emit ſuch a Sound, as may raviſh the Soul, 


The 


The ConSTANT SHEPHERD. i 


Felices ter & amplius 
Dus irrupta tenet copula ! 


er nan bt wy 


1 hither, Mira, while the Sun 


Prepares his radiant Courſe to run, 


Come fit, my fair one, always gay, 
Inſpirer of the tender Lay, 

On yonder Bank with Filets crown'd, 
And Cow/lips breathing Sweets around, 
And liſten, kind, while I impart 
What Fondneſs dictates to my Heart. 


K 2 


*Tis ſhe that charms, and makes with Eaſe 


6689) 


To me how beautiful appear 
All Nature's Works, when thou art near 1 
Sweet glides the mazy Stream along, 
And ſweetly ſounds the Thruſh's Song, 


With added Charms the Flow'rs diſplay 
Their Beauties, op'ning to che Day) oY 
But Mira gone — my Pleaſures fly, he 
The Stream unheeded wanders by, | 
The Birds, methinks, diſcordant ſing, 

And cheerleſs breathe 1 Sweets of Spring * 


Each varying Scene, and Object pleaſe. 


Be ever prais d that Pow'r divine, 


And bleſt the Hour that made thee mine. To 


2 
— 


( 69 ) 


When others I with thee compare, 


hou ſeem' ſt more virtuous, wiſe, and fair, 


\nd pleas d, I ſee thee far outſhine 


y Sex with Excellence divine. 


Belinda boaſts a beauteous Face, 
the wants no Eye-engaging Grace, 
et ſearch Belinda's Mind with Care, 
| ou'll find no Charms to ſtrike you there. 


In Laura Wit and Humour reign, 
but Laura's peeviſh, proud and vain, 
Devour'd with Spleen, perverſe, and prone 


Io ſcorn all Judgments but her own. 


( 70 ) 


But, Mira! each ſuperior Grace 
Adorns thy Soul, and decks thy Face: 
Both form'd fo fair, not Envy's Eye 
Can one Defect or Blemiſh ſpy, 
Ev'n Virtue's felt wou'd Mankind ſee, 


Their wond'ring Eyes muſt fix on thee. 


May Heav'n, to crown my Life with Joy, 
For thee its guardian Care employ, 
And ev'ry cwitly-circliog Hour 
Abundant Bleſſings round thee pour: 
Then Colin, bleſt in this Retreat, 
Shall ſcorn the Glory of the Great, 
And here with ſweet Contentment reign, 


A conſtant, kind, delighted Swain —. 


ar 


o 


GD 


Be ever praisd that Pow'r divine, 


And bleſt the Hour that made thee mine. 
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N. RE ſweet Erotion ſeem'd, and fair, 


Than blooms that Scent the vernal Air, 


an Virgin Lilly's radiant hue, . 


lofteſt Down, or pearly Dew; 


(72) 
* And breath'd ſuch Fragrance, ſuch Perfume, 
As Roſes that in Pæſtus bloom. 


O ! ſnatch'd —, for ever ſnatch'd away! 


To Fate a lovely tender Prey! 


Entomb'd with thee my Pleaſures lie, 


My Mirth, my Love, my Raptures 


+ Scarce cold within the ſacred 


die 


Urn, 


Erotion ſleeps, whom thus I mourn, 


Yet Corvus in a Rage appears 


To hear my Sighs, and ſee my Tears, 


— — 


* Fragravit ore, quod Roſarium Pet. 
+ Adhuc recenti tepet Erotion Buſto, Nc. 


cc 


ec 


( 73 ) 


And cries, © Why this affected Show, 
« * Of Grief, theſe Images of Woe? - 
« What means this Tearing of the Hair ? 
« This ſolemn Face of deep Deſpair ? 
* Can'ſt thou one Sign of Sorrow ſee, 
* One Mark of real Grief in me? 

« + Yer I've interr'd a-beauteous Bride, 
Her Fortune ample — as her Pride; 
* Of ſober wa and anxious Thought 
* To magnify the Wealth ſhe brought: 
_ Yet I ſurvive a Loſs ſo great, 

0 And ſeem contented with my Fate. 


n D'S T” i PI 1 hd... AM. 1 


Et eſſe triſtem me meus vetat Corpus. 


+ Ego conjugem, inquit, extuli, & tamen vivo ; notam, ſuperbam, 


Locupletem, &c. 
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( 74 ) 


Thrice happy Corvus! bliſsful Hour! + 


To loſe a Wife, and gain a Dow'r: I 


what Patience Fove to Corvus gives! 


As e gets a thouſand Pound —— Yet lives 


CE Ne 28 


The GIFT. 
O"® RESS'D Hibernia, in Deſpair, . 
Complains to Fove in fervent Pray 'r, « 
How faſt her Liberties decay, | ce 


How faſt her Honours fade away, 


i 
% EY 


* Quid eſſe noſtro fortius poteſt Corto? 
Ducenties accepit, & tamen vivit. 


CW] 


Her Sons to no Preferments riſe, | 
Tho' Earth can boaſt of few ſo wiſe, 
How Poor, how Deſolate ſhe grows, 


And begs Redreſs of all her Woes. 


Then Jove:Hibernia ſues too late, 
“ Her Sorrows are decreed by Fate, 
« But Heav'n thoſe Sorrows ſhall reay 
With Bleſſings, in a nobler Way. 
« Let haughty Britain boaſt no more, 
« With ſcornful Pride, her golden Store, 


That diſtant Worlds her Name revere, 


“That Arts and Learning flourith chere; 
“To raiſe thy Glory, we deſign | 
© To bleſs thee with a Gif? divine, 


L g-: 


(76) 
« A Gift, by which thy iniur'd Name 
« Shall fill th' immortal Voice of Fame, 


« That Albion may with Envy ſee 
Her Glories far ſurpaſs'd by thee. 


Hibernia thanks him for the Gif?, 
And owns ſhe's overpaid in Si,. 
\ 


SIS OE IS DS 


MIRA's PicTUuRE. 


0 


\ S Mira the Lovely, whom Nature with Care, Ih. 


Created ſurpaſſingly Virtuous and Fair, 
Convers d with Clariſſa, in Words that reveal, J 
That Learning and Wit which ſhe ſtrives to con- ue 


ceal, 


A Poet 


(71) 


ſhe Charms of her Mind equal thoſe of her Eyes; 
o perfect a Form, ſo harmonious a Tongue, 
o Pencil e er painted, no Poet e er ſung : 
\nd whilſt her Perfections with Wonder he views, 
hus, to Cupid, her conſtant Attendant, he ſues. 


What Language, O Cupid, what Words ſhall L 
2 find, 
o ſpeak the Perfections that poliſh her Mind? 
tell me what Colours can paint ey'ry Grace, 


e, That lives in her Language, and blooms in her Face! 


Ne'er hope it, cries'Love, not Apollos own Lays 
n- uch various Perfections cou'd worthily praiſe ; 


et Her 


Poet was near, who perceiv'd with Surprize, ..- - 


(78 ) 
Her Wiſdom the Envy of Pallas mi ght | move, 
Her Beauty give Pain to the Goddeſs of Love. 


But wou'd you deſcribe her both wiſe and fin 


ere, 
Than Sweet breathing Bloſſoms more fragrant ani ( 


fair, 


V 
Of more Graces divine, more Virtues poſſeſt, 
Than ever reſided in one Woman's Breaſt, 
Call her Chloe's Reverſe, and Mankind will know, 
That Mira's the perfecteſt Being below. 
V 


CUPID 


(19) 


SSS 


CU PI D's Revpry. 
ſin. 


I. 
4 Jong tell me Cupid, Venus cries, 
And ſpeak, if poſſible, ſincere, 
What mortal Beauty boaſts ſuch Eyes 
As theſe ? The God reply'd, * Kildare. 
EY II. 
But ſee, my Child, this Form of mine, 


W, 


What Charms, what Graces wanton there, 
Who equals now this Bloom divine? 


Perſiſting Cupid cries, Kildare. 


ä 
8 


The Right Honourable the Counteſs of XI Aare. 


1D UI. This 


— — - a 


This Skin excells the Virgin Snow, 


680) 


III. 


* 


8 
5 


Theſe Lips, theſe Checks the Soul enſnare, 
Can faireſt Forms ſuch Beauties ſhow ? 
Cries Cupid, go—, obſerve Kildare. 
Her Innocence let Cynthia boaſt, | 
And Wiſdem's Queen her Virtues rare, u 
Yet their uniced Charms, at moſt, - | E. 
Will prove faint Copies of Kildare. 


2 4 23 Po In 
2& YE. ; 
{ <4 — | Hi 
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The ADVICE. Jo MIRA. 


WO Females fair, for Beauty fam d, 

This Flavia, t other Mira nam'd, 
Were form'd with ev'ry perfect Grace, 
Each Excellence of Mind and Pace. : [ 


Tho' many a Heart for Flavia bleeds, 


| 
In Wedlock Mira firſt ſucceeds : | | 
| 1 
nut ſoon the Bluſh that painted oer | 
| 


Her Virgin Cheek, appears no more, 
Her Bloom in weak'ning Child-birth flies, 


**FAnd ev'ry roſy Beauty dies. 


M . From 


( 82 ) 


From Flavia's Cheeks the Roſes fade, 
And faſt her Maiden Charms decay'd, | 
In Dairies, Fields, or lonely Bow'rs 
She waſtes her ſolitary Hours, 

For Plays —, ſhe ſees a Sylvan Scene, 
And ſighs for Town —, but fighs in vain, 


How Beauty fades ! perplexing Thought! 
Thus both are on a Level brought, 
By diff rent Cauſes both ſurvey 


Their Pride-inſpiring Charms decay. 


Then thus, ye Fair, I both adviſe, 


Since Beauty ev'ry Moment flies, 


Sine 


Wn a a. 9 


———— — 


(83) 


Since ev'ry Hour thoſe Charms decreaſe 


Which deck the moſt alluring Face : 
Improve, what Time can ne'er impair, 
What only renders Woman fair, 


What keeps a Huſband always kind, 
Improve, the Beauties of the Mind. 


EEE . . J 2 . d . 
To LYC IDAS in the Countrey, 


[) EAR abſent Friend, with Wiſdom bleſs'd, 
Of all that's Good and Great poſſeſe'd, 

What gay Contrivance ſhall I find ; 
To cheer thy Spleen-diſtemper'd Mind, 


To chaſe the penſive Hours away, 
And bid thy Solitude be gay ? 
M 2 


dino 
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( 84 ) 


Co 
| You bid as write : for Verſe you cry W 
1 Can raiſe the Saul to ſoar on high, 
N | | Can ev'ry rapt'rous Joy impart, 
{ And pleafingly improve the Heart. T 
| $ 
All this, dear Friend, I freely grant, V 
But Eaſe and Solitude I want, Y 
I want thoſe calm Delights that raiſe A 
The raptur'd Soul to Jofty Lays. 
From me can tuneful Numbers flow, 1 
Whoſe harraſs d Thoughts no Reſpite know? f 
From me whom anxious Cares perplex, [ 


And never-ending Labours ver, 
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(85 ) 


Confin'd to Town, tormenting Pain ! 


Where Hurry, Noiſe, and Nonſenſe reign ? 


wo 


Now call'd, perhaps, away in haſte, 


„„ 


To tend a Matrimonial Feaſt, 


And join ſome venal-hearted Pair, 
Who make not Love, but Wealth their Care, 


Slight the pure Union's nobler Ends, 
And Marry —, juſt to pleaſe their Friends. 


From thence with haſty Steps I go, 
To Scenes of Poverty and Woe, 
And taught, by what I chere ſurvey, 


I moralize the Hours away. 


Can 


(8s) 


Can theſe excite that heav'nly Fire, 
Wick awuit the Poct's Song infpire ? 


\ 
N 


No — the gay Sons of Phabus love 
The filent, thick-embow'ring Grove, 
To lye beſide the limpid Spring, 

And hear the wood-born Warblers ſing, 
To wander o'er ſequeſtred Scenes, 

Or tread the Flow'r-enammel'd Plains, 
Or near a Cowllip'd Bank reclin'd 


To catch the Fragrance from the Wind, 


Of Noiſe and Crowds, and Cares afraid, 
High rapt in Solitude and Shade. 


(87) 


AAA & K d K d Kd 


Ad CADITIANUM. 


De Imagine M. AxTrONII Primi. 
6 LV. Martialis, Epig. 


A.C mihi quæ colitur violis pictura, roſiſque, 
| Quos referat vultus, Cæditiane, rogas? 
Talis erat Marcus mediis Antonius annis 
Primus: in hoc Juvenem ſe videt ore ſenex. 
Ars utinam mores animumque Effingere poſſet! 
Pulchrior in terris nulla tabella foret. 


Ad de de e ee dle & de de IRE GIG dle dd e & 


The Same Imitated. 


On the PreTurs of William Caulfield, late 
Lord Viſcount Charlemont. 


f \ HOSE Picture's this, you aſk, replete, 
With all that's Gen'rous, Good and Great, 


Where 


2 


x 


(88) 

Where Art hath crowded ev'ry Grace 

Wich conſtitutes a noble Face? | 

w 

Such Caulfield was, ſuch Charms he wore 

When Youth his Cheeks vermillion'd o'er, 

Tho' Time, that ev'ry Form impairs, 

Had crown'd his Head with ſilver Hairs; | 


In this, we ſee his Bloom ſurvive, 


And ev'ry Charm preſerv'd alive. 


x 


Cou'd Art ſome nice Contrivance find . 
To paint the Beauties of his Mind, 
Thoſe Godlike Virtues which we trace 3 


Thro' all his heav'nly-temper'd Race, 


A lov'lier Piece the World wou'd own, 


Cou'd ne er to mortal Eyes be ſhown: 


2 


("V9 }. 


Þ | % 7 4 * . NC SN * 40 KC 


A PasTorRaL ELEGY, on the Death 
of a Lady's Caxarv-BirD. 


Paſſer mortuus eſt mee Puellæ, 
Paſſer delicie mee Puellæ, | 
Quem plus illa oculis ſuis amabat, CATUL., 


= ; 


And o'er the Weltin caſt a doubtful Light, 


OW the grey Dawn had ſcarce o'ercome 


the Night, 


The paler Stars proclaim'd the Morn's Advance, 


And faintly glimmer'd thro' the ſmooth Expanſe; 
When Thenot, ſimple Swain! with Grief oppreſt, 


For Vireo dead, neglects his balmy Reſt, 
N Flies 
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—— he, 


: . 


690) 
Flies to the Beach, unmindful of his Flock, 


There lies complaining on the chilling Rock, 


His Tears the Swellings of the Waves encreaſe, 


While Grief, with pale Concern, imprints his Face ; 


Be huſh'd my Sighs —, ye Tears, more ſoft | 


flow, 


1 
Be ſtill ye Waves —, ye Winds forget to blow; 


Let Echo ſlumber in the dreary Vale, 
And Nature, filent, hear the ſad'ning Tale — : 
Ah —! no! my Sighs, my fierceſt Griefs ariſe —, 


Let ceaſeleſs Sorrows overflow my Eyes, 


Ye Winds, the Air with hollow Murmurs fill, 


Let Echo ſpread my Woes from Hill to Hill, 


With greater Eaſe our Load of Grief we bear, 


Wien other Part'ners in our Sorrow ſhare. 


49 


Oft, to my Eyes his airy Form appears, 


\nd oft his Voice ſoft warbles in my Ears; 
"ACK, 


His quiv'ring Pinions, and his ſwelling Throat 
ow ſwim before my Sight —: Hark ! that's his 


Note! 


Tis Fancy all —, and now that Fancy dies, 


5 — 


Nor Joy, nor Fires glads my tear ſul Eyes. 


His Plumes the Beauties of the King- cup ſhow, 


Mix d with the Whiteneſs of deſcending Snow, 
His gloſſy Wings delightfully unfold, 

Like Ewning Clouds beſtreak'd with liquid Gold; 
smooth on his Breaſt the downy Feathers lay, 


No Down ſo ſmooth, no Fleece fo ſoft as they: 


Na But 


(92,) 


But what avails that Eye-enchanting Store ? 


His Plumes, his Voice, his Beauties are no more. 


Than riſing Flow'rs that deck untrodden Plains: 
More cheering he than Breath of infant Spring, 


But now, ah ſee! the fav'rite Warbler dead ! 


See ! down his Breaſt now drops the ſpeckled Head 
1 All ſtiff he lies the dampy Earth along, 
His little Boſom ſwells no more with Song, 
No more to melting Airs attunes his Voice, 
To charm the Vales, or bid the Groves rejoice, 
| Fled are the Joys we felt whene'er he ſung, 


And ev'ry Sweet that dwelt upon his Tongue. 


ö 


More ſweet, more various were his pleaſing Strain 


1 


He'd ſing fo ſweet —, how ſweetly wou'd he ſing! F. 


Ye 


105, 


ad; 


Ye 


(593) 


Ye blithſome Elves, (if Elves regard our Pain,) 
Who tread the Circles of the graſſy Plain, 
Who print the S/att'ren's Arm with Pinches blue, 
And Silver drop in cleanly Damſel's Shoe: 
Who ride the whirling Winds by Swains unſeen, 
And Gambol mirthful on the dailyd Green: 
Where was your boaſted Care, when Vireo lay 
Devoid of Strength, and panting Life away? 
Oh! had ye ſav'd that Life which now is flown, 
No Sighs this Breaſt, no Tears theſe Eyes had known. 


It chanc'd, while Then plain'd his piteous Caſe, 
And many a trickling Tear bedew'd his Face, 
Stretch'd out at length within a Cow/lp, lay 
Fatigu'd with Moon-light Dance, and wanton Play, 

A Fairy 


( 94 ) 
A Fairy ſmall: He turns his liſt ning Ears 


To hear the Tale, and pities while he hears: 


Himſelf unſeen, his {lender Voice he rais'd, 


And thus, with Story meet, the Shepherd eas'd. 


In vain your Sighs, your Tears in vain are ſhed, 
Nor Tears, nor Sighs recal the breathleſs Dead : 
Ah! witleſs Lad ! thou cauſeleſs art a-griev'd, 
Had Firm Life deſery'd, he {till had liv'd: 

The fatal Cauſe by which the Warbler dy'd, 


| 
: | Wrong doſt thou ween, that Doubt muſt I decide. 
| 


One Ev'ning mild as fair Laetitia ſung, 
And pour d melodious Sweetneſs from her Tongue, 
Silent the wild Creation ſtood around, 

Intent to hear, and gladden'd with the Sound : 


7 There 


© - i 


There Vireo came, and while his Ear he turn'd 


To catch her Notes, his Heart with Envy burn'd, 
With jealous Rage his tender Boſom ſwell'd, | 

To hear his Song ſurpaſs'd, his Voice excell'd, 
No more he cheerful chirps, no more he ſings, 

But droops his languid Head, and hangs his Wings, 
In ſecret pin d with unſuſpected Woes, 


And breath'd out Life before the Morn aroſe. 


Here ceas'd the Eve; and now the riſing Day 
Along the Mountain ſhot a ſlanting Ray, 
Now Marian ſtretch'd her Linen o'er the Line, 
And Suſan trudg'd to milk the lowing Kine, 
The Swain, reliev'd, forſook the lonely Rock, 


IC, 


And hied to ſeek his long- neglected Flock. 


P HOI BO- 


ere 


P HOTBO-BATHOS: 
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Wander'd out the other Day, 


And ſtole from Care, and Town away, 
No Cloud o'er all the Sky was ſeen, 
| | The Fields were cloath'd with lively Green, 
The Sun ſhone out exceeding fair; 


* 


And Hay new mown perfum'd the Aur : 


OMP 


062 206 


85 * 


(97) 


But forc'd to fly the Noon-day Heat, 
| choſe a filent ſhaded Seat, 

From whence, where'er I turn'd my Eyes, 

| aw inſpiring Proſpects rife, ö 
Groves, Rivers, Hills wich Verdure crown'd, 
And Nature ſmiling all around, 

And ſtill to charm my Thoughts the more, 

I read Saphira's Numbers o'er, 

Where Wit and facred Friendſhip ſhine, 


And Virtue blooms in ev'ry Line. 


But while, thus raptur'd, I attend 
To each Perfection of my Friend, 
[ ew the World ſo ill repays 
The nobleſt Bards of modern Days 


0 


Fei 


-( 98) 


For Years, perhaps, unbid to rife, - 
Neglected, modeſt Merit lies; 


See ! Learning, that angelic Gueſt, 


By pompous Ignorance depreſt ! 
See, by the wealthy witleſs Herd, 
The Wiſe contemn'd, the Fool preter'd. 


Reflecting thus, the drowſy God, 
Thrice with his Sleep-creating Rod 
My Eyelids touch'd ; ſoft Slumbers came, 
And thus I dreamt — or ſeem'd to dream. 


{ Some wond'rous Pow'r, methought, with Care 


Convey'd me ſwiftly thro' the Air, 


And plac'd me near the ſacred Spring 
At which the tuneful Siſters ſing, 
Where 


f 


' 
df 


1 


are 


( 99) 
Vhere God Apollo joins the Quire, 


and ſtrikes the Silver-ſounding Lyre. 


While rapt I ſtood, ſuch Sounds to hear 


\s charm the Soul into the Ear, 


Here ceaſe the Son g, Apollo cries, 


\riſe, ye Virgin-Train ariſe, 

This Day, this ever- ſacred Day 

ball ev'ry Author's Worth diſplay, 
bach Britiſh, each Hibernian Bard 


hall now acquire a juſt Reward, 


Il ſhow the World what Poez's Lays 


ball bloom Immortal, bleft with Praiſe, 
nd whoſe dull ſtupid Works ſhall lie 
Fanotic d, and obſcurely die. 


Ther . hn, 


( 100 ) 


This ſaid, before their wond'ring Eyes 


He bids a ſpacious Temple riſe, 

A Temple, form'd with ſo much Art, 

So beautiful in ev'ry Part, 

It ſeem'd, (d rais'd in fo much haſte,). 


The Labour of an Age at leaſt. 


Within the Dome, enthron'd in State 
The Ancients fat, ſublimely Great: 
Homer, the Prince of Bards was there, 
And Maro with majeſtic Air ; 
There Flaccus, who the Soul can ſway 
With Lays polite, inſtructive, gay; 
The Teian too, whoſe Songs "HE 


A thouſand Raptures to the Heart, 


a 


( 101 ) 


And ev'ry Bard whoſe tuneful Tongue, 


In facred Strains divinely ſung, 

There Albion's ancient Sons appear d, 
Great Souls! as Deities rever'd: 
Old Chaucer, who the Mind regales 
With witty, mirth-creating Tales: 
Sweet laurel'd Spencer next was ſeen, 
Immortal in his Fairy-Qyeen ; 
Milton, who boundleſs Worlds explor'd, 


Where never Poet's Fancy ſoar'd. 


And durſt fo great a Subject chuſe 
As aſk'd an Angel for a Muſe: 


Soft Waller, who with filver Tongue, 
The Pains of hopeleſs Paſſion ſung: 
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(102) 
Shakeſpear, with whom the Muſes dwell, 
Whom few can copy, none excell : 


With Cawley, of o'erflowing Wit; 
And Darſet keen in all he writ. 


The God next bids the Earth ſubfide, 
To form a Well immenſely wide, 
And inftant at his Word, the Ground 
Diſcloſes deep a vaſt Profound, 
To fill the mighty Void, he fees 
The Waters riſe, by juft Degrees, ; 
And ſmiles with conſcious Joy, to find 


The Well adapted to his Mind. 


Now haſte, he cries, ye ſacred Nine, 
Sweet Modellers of Lays divine, 


( 103 ) 


On Wings of Zephyrs thro' the Sky 


To Albion and Terne fly, 


Let each collect with niceſt Care 


The Works of Bards that flouriſh there, 
Then into This ſhall all be thrown, 


To make their various Merits known. 


The Strains by our Inſtruction writ, 
With Spirit, Learning, Judgment, Wir, 
Which Ages yet unborn ſhall praile, 
And crown with never-fading Bays, 
Shall float along the limpid Wave; 


Thoſe conſecrating Time ſhall fave, 


The reſt ſhall fink, and ſwiftly go 


= 
o 


To dwell in Ebon Shades below. : : 9 


| 

Here 
| 
| 


( 104 ) 


Here ſhall the Graces ſtand to ferze 
Each Work that on the Surface plays, 
And Time ſhall in his Temple place 
The Writings ſav'd by ev'ry Grace. 


He ſpoke; away the Muſes fly 
More ſwift than Eagles thro the Sky, 
Diſcharg'd their Errand, quick as Thought, 
And each a Load of Authors brought; 
On Themes ſublime, and trifling Matters, 
Odes, Epics, Epigrams, and Sarires, 
b of ev'ry Size and Kind, 
Yet left amazing Heaps behind. 
Aſſur'd, convinc'd before they try d, 
Thoſe Works muſt in the Well ſubſide. 


{ 105 ) 


And, now the myſtic Rites begin, 


What Heaps, ye Gods! are tumbled in! 
What Crowds of Volumes downwards tend | 


How few have Worth to re-aſcend! 


Firſt of the Time-furviving Train, 
Appears th' inimitable Dran, 


Whoſe Works ſo exquiſite are writ, 


With ſuch uncommon Strokes of Wit: 
Such Purity of Thought and Style, 
They float uninjur'd all the while: 


ind theſe immortal matchleſs Lays 
he ſmiling Graces fondly ſeize, 


ind place on Time's high-honour'd Throne, 


loft, diſtinguiſh'd, and alone. 
P 


( res } 


Then Pope, and wiſe Arbuthnet gain 


Exalted Honours with the Dean; 
And ſoon the Graces ſnatch'd away 


The Strains of Addiſon, and Gay: 


And Congreve, Dryden, Parnel, Prior, 
Whoſe Writings boaſt Apollo's Fire; 


In ju 
With thine, O Pollio, next they raiſe | That 
Sapbira's, Garth's, and“ Harvey's Lays, With 


The tender Granville's Syren Strain, 


Too matchleſs to be ſung in vain; 


Sweet + Philips, who like Milton ſung, 


With + Thompſen, || Lycidas, and Young : Unhy 


a 


* The Lord Harcey, Author of ſeveral excellent Poems. 

+ Fohn Philips, Author of Cyaer. 

James Theme, Author of the admir'd Poems on the Seaſons. _ 

4 Mr. William Dinkin, Author of ſeveral elegant Pocms, both 1 
Englith and Latin, 


And 


| ( 107 ) 


And ® others whom immortal Fame, 


Hath honour'd with a Poet's Name. 


They ceas'd; and now, Apollo cries, 


Be this a Leflon to the Wife, 

To thoſe who gloriouſly excell 

In judging clear, and writing well, 
That ev'ry Work ſublimely writ, 
With Learning, Elegance, and Wit, 
Shall reign admir'd from Age to Age, 
And mock the ſnarling Critic's Rage, 
Oer Ervy's Offspring ſoar fublime, 
Unhurt by Calumny or . 


® Mulgrave, Roſcommon, Fentan, &c. 
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( 108 ) 
While all the dull, detracting Fry, 
Without Expence of Satire die. 


He ſpoke : I Rare with hallow'd Dread, 
And all the facred Viſion fled. 
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( 111 ) 


e I 
ANACREOMN Y 
PARAPHRAS'D: 


O D E I 


AIN vou'd I, in lofty Verſe, 
Hero's godlike Acts rehearſe, 


F 


Fain wou'd I a Subject chuſe 
Worthy of the nobleſt Mule, 


Grecian Chiefs, or T heban Woes 
Which from civil Diſcord roſe, 


ut 1411 


6112) 
| But the Strings and Tyre approve Sin 
Kought but Softnefs, nought but Love. 800 


Once, I chang d the Strings and Lyre, 
Which wou'd nought but Love inſpire, 


Strove to ſing in loftier Lays, 
Many a matchleſs Hero's Praiſe, 


Toils Herculean, 6 d, Wit 


With immortal Honours crown d; , To 


Vain Atttempt! for ev'ry String 


Echoes Love to all I ſing. | N 
| Ver 

Farewel Heroes, RET ne'er ſhall ! Hoo 
Such exalted Subjects try, 6 And 
Ever tender be my Lay, Tot 
Ever ſoft, and ever gay, Finn 


Since 


( £49 } 


Since the Strings alone approve 


Soothing Sounds, and Sounds of Love. 


SSS Seebeben 
* 


ODE I. 


ATURE, bounteouſly array'd 


Ev'ry Animal ſhe made 


With ſuch Arms, as beſt conduce 


To its Safety, or its Uſe. 


Nature horny Terrors ſpread 
O'er the Bull's majeſtic Head: 
Hoofs ſhe gave the gen'rous Steed, 


And to Hares the Light'ning's Speed : 


: 
7 | . 


To the ſcaly Kind ſhe gave 


Finns, to cut the chryſtal Wave : 
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Wings to ſport in Fields of Air; 
But, to nobler Man aflign'd 


An intrepid martial Mind. 


What had Nature left, to grace 
The diviner Female Race ? 


Beauty: whoſe prevailing Charms 


Prove the moſt reſiſtleſs Arms: 
Beauty Shield and Sword ſupplies, 
Beauty vayquiſhes the Wile ; 


Beauty, made to be ador'd, 
Safe defies the threat'ning Sword, 
Can devouring Flames aſſwage, 


And repel their deſp'rate Rage; 


( He ) 


To the Birds, exempt from Care, 


Beaut), 


Be 
Cc 


cc 


* 


\ 


( 115 ) 


Beauty, makes the Hero fall, 


Conquers thoſe who conquer all. 


ODE III 


E Stars, thoſe glitt'ring Worlds of Light, 
That gild the duſky Face of Night, 


And deck the boundleſs airy Plain, 

Had finiſh'd half their nightly Reign, 
And Men by weak'ning Toil ſubdu'd, 
Diſſolv'd in Sleep, their Strength renew'd, 
When Cupid, God of ſweet Deceit, 


Impatient thunder'd at my Gate. 


Who is't ſo rudely knocks, and tries 
* To baniſh Slumber from my Eyes, [il 
; Q 2 « To | 


(116) 
« To tear the bliſsful Dreams away 


* With which the Soul delights to play? 


Then Love: Ah! be not Friend, afraid, 
To lend your hoſpitable Aid, 
For I'm a Boy, unfit to bear © 
The dreary Night's inclement Air; 
The Moon ofercaf, her Light denies 
To guide my Steps, and bleſs my Eyes, 


I've wander'd, chilf d with-Cold and Rain, 


And ſought ſome Place of Reſt, in vain. 


I pitied, while I heard his Woes, 


And quick to his Aſſiſtance role, 


I ſoon reviv'd the faded Light 
To eaſe his Fears, and cheer his Sight; 


And 


(117) 
And op'ning, faw an Infant ſtand, 
A Bow ſmooth-poliſh'd in his Hand, 
Two Wings, to wanton with the Wind, 


Their filver Plumage ſpread behind, 


And ofer his ſnowy Shoulder flung, 
The ſhaftful Quzver id'ly hung. 


To ſwell his Heart with vig'rous Heat 
Before th' enliv'ning Fire I fate, 
His little Hands with mine I warm, 
From which I ne'er ſuſpected Harm, 
His Limbs I chaf'd, and preſs'd with Care 
The chilling Moiſture from his Hair. 

PE 
New Life the vital Warmth ſupplies, 


And come, © Let's try this Bow, he cries, 
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« If yet the moiſten'd Nerve can throw 


« The Dart, or bend the circling Bow. * 
He ſtrains the flexile Horn, and drew 
The Shaft, which too unerring flew, ( 
Like Light'ning it transfix d my Heart, 
III 
And ſcatter d Pains thro' ev'ry Part. | 
N To 
Away the Wanton lightly ſprings, | 
| p | 


| And, laughing, waves his downy Wings, 5. 
3 The 
And cries, with me rejoice my Friend, 


For, 
My Fears were vain, my Sorrows end, * 
| 8 . Tov 
My Bow's uninjur' d, but thy Breaſt 
0 
With pale, enfeebling Grief poſſeſt, - 
With 


Shall ſwell with Woes unfelt before, 


And find it's wonted Peace no more. 


ODE 


( 119 ) 
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| ODE IV. 


O Myrtles laid, with Roſes crown'd, 
And Flow'rs that breathe Delight around, 


Ill drink, and all my Soul incline 
To Mirth, the Child of gen'rous Wine. 


Then Love ſhall like my Slave, prepare 
The genial Bowl that poiſons Care ; 

For, ſwiftly as the Chariot flies, 

To win the hard-conteſted Prize, 

Our Life as ſwiftly rolls away 

With all has pleaſing, all that's gay. 
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( 120 ) 


This Frame muſt ſoon to Aſhes turn, 
And fill the cold Sepulchral Urn, 

And Silence chain the tuneful Tongue, 
Each Bone diſſolv'd, each Nerve unſtrung. 


Ld 


© Superfluous Care! to grace the Dead? 
And why the vain Libation paid, 

To honour an inconſcious Shade ? 

Rather to me, while yet I live, 

The coſtly fragrant Bleflings give: 

My Head with roſeate Crowns adorn, 
Whoſe Seeds pen the Breath of Morn, 
And call the Fair, whoſe Charms impart 
Soft Ecſtaſies chat 1 the Heart. 


bg 


Why on our Tombs are Unguents ſpread, 


( 121 ) 
0 Love, e er I'm compell'd to go 

To Crowds of joyleſs Shades below, 

My Soul ſhall ev'ry Pleaſure ſhare, 


And court Delight, and baniſh Care. 
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ODE V. 


W ITH Wine, that bliſsful Joys beſtows, 
Let's mix the ſweetly-breathing Roſe, 
Love's fay'rite Flow'r ; and while we ſpread 

It's bluſhing Beauties round the Head, 


Let's drink, and laughing Cares away, 
With Wine-begotten Smiles look gay. 


Thou faireſt, all-ſurpaſſing Roe, 
What Charms thy op'ning Leaves diſcloſe ! 
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(122) 

O thou, the Spring's peculiar Gare, 
Whoſe Sweets enrich the vernal Air! 

- Belov'd, and courted here on Earth, 
And pleaſing thoſe of heav'nly Birth! 
When Love, the Child of 7 enus, leads 
The Graces, ever- blooming Maids | 


In ſportive Dance, thy Bloſſoms fair 


In fragrant Wreaths adorn his Hair. 


Then crown me while I ſtrike the Lyre, 
And * the Notes that Mirth inſpire: 
O Bacchus, near thy ſacred Shrine, 

With blooming Virgins half-divine, 
While roſy Wreaths my Temples bind, 
III Dance, with ever-chearful Mind. 


ODE 


% 


( 123 ) 
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, WAS Love's Command, fair Beauty's Son, 1 
That I ſhou'd nimbly with him run, | 
g 


And when, by cautious Fear delay d- 


— — 
CO  —_ — — 
= 


[ ſlowly with Regret obey'd, 
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He urg'd me with a purple Wand, TG 
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That grac'd his all-ſubduing Hand. 
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Thro* ruſhing Torrents ſwift we go, 


And Streams that roughly rapid flow, 
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: | | 1 4 
Thro* Woods that wave with paſling Gales, 4 4 
Embow'ring Groves, and low-ſunk Vales: [ | 


But whilſt the Infant Pow'r, and I 
Thro? Vales, and Groves, and Torrents fly, 


2 


R 2 A Ser- 


( 124 ) 

A Serpent's Sting, thro' ev'ry Vein, 
Diffus'd a Heart-enfeebling Pain, | 
Thro all my Limbs a Faintneſs ſpread, 
My Strength decay d, my Vigour fled, 
The Soul ſcem'd haſt'ning to depart, 


And Life ſcarce warm'd my languid Heart. 


But Love immediate Comfort brings, 

He fans me Ps his downy Wings, 

6 And know, from 8 che cr ies,) 
5 Of Cupid's Laws, thy Woes ariſe, 

« Now, raught by Pain, his Pow'r adore, 


« And tempt his juſt Revenge no more. 


OD: 
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ODE VII. 


5 WM: when the mirth-exciting Bowl 
Had footh'd my Cares, and rais'd the Soul, 


That I on purple Carpets ſpread p 

My Limbs at Eaſe, and lean'd my Head, 

Till Sleep, the ſoft-wing'd Child of Night, 

Wich Shades enveil'd my ſwimming Sight. 
1. 

Then ſeem'd I ſwift in am'rous Play, 
To run with Virgins, fair as Day, 
While Youths, more delicately fram'd 
Than that ſoft God Lyæus nam'd, : 
Reproach'd my too adyent'rous Age, 


That dare ſuch Bloom and Youth engage, 
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Iv eee = 


PP K 
— — > 
— — 


— — = — 


"_—_ 


(126) 


— For Love — was a prepoſt'rous Crime, 


1 one ſo ſilver'd o'er by Time. 


But while, to perfect all my Bliſs, 
I wiſh ed to ſnatch a fragrant Kiſs, 


From theſe my Sleep-forfaken Eyes, 
The Fancy's fair Creation flies, | 
The ſweet Illuſions flit away, 


And all the pleaſing Forms decay. 


Abandon'd, wretched, griev'd, alone, 
1 Ggh'd, the low ly Phantoms flown, 
I with's, I ftrove, but ftrove in vain, 


% 


Jo dream the Rapture o'er again. 


ODE 
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9 

Ov'ly, Snow-ſurpaſſing Dove, 
L Sacred to the Queen of Love, 
Downy Wand'rer ! whence, and where 
Doſt thou wanton thro' the Air ? 
How can'ſt thou thro all the Sky 
Breathe ſuch Odours as you fly ? 
Where did'ſt thou the Fragrance ſteal, 
Thus to ſcent the paſſing Gale? 
How, from all thy glofly Plumes 
Drop ſuch ever-ſweet Perfumes; 


Stay —, and let thy Tongue impart 


Whither haſt' ning, whoſe thou art. 
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Thro' the wide-expanded Air, 
I Anacreon's Meſſage bear, 
Tender Love, and ſmiling Joy, 
To the ſweetly-featur'd * Boy, 
Who, of Charms divine poſſeſt, 


Reigns ador'd in ev'ry Breaſt. 


For an Hymn, the Queen of Love 
Sold me, tho' her fav'rite Dove: 
Now Anacreon I obey; 
Tender Poet! ever gay 


Theſe are now my pleaſing Care, 
Theſe his ſoft Epiſtles are, 


Batbyllus. 


S VB 
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Fd 


Who, ſtill bountiful to me, 


Promis'd ſoon to ſet me free. 


Yet, cou'd I my Freedom gain, 
| wou'd till a Slave remain: 


Servitude will bliſsful prove, 


If enſlav'd to thoſe we love. 


Why need I, with anxious Care, 
Wiſh to wander thro' the Air, 


Or to haunt ſequeſtred Scenes, 


roves, where lonely Silence reigns ; 
Jer the rocky Hills to fly, 
arren Scenes that tire the Eye; 


Ur from Field to Field to ſtray, 


Ul the flow-conſuming Day; 
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6130) 
Or on Sprays to ſit and moan, 
Penſive, comfortleſs, an 
Eating what thro' all the Fields, 
Nature's wild Profuſion yields? 
Since my kind Poſſeſſor grants 
Sweet Supply for all my Wants, 
Since from his unfparing Hand 
Where I fondly-cooing ſtand, 
I can now, in wanton play, 


Snatch delicious Food away. 


From Anacreon's nectar d Bowl ́)Iä 


Wine 1 ſip that cheers the Soul, 
Wine, that makes his Numbers gay, 
Parent of the ſprightly Lay: 


Re ptur 


Get 
Wh 


( 131 ) 


Raptur'd then my Wings I ſpread, 
Gently-waving, o'er his Head, 
While my fondling Motions tell 
What Delights my Boſom ſwell. 


Theſe are Pleaſures which employ 
All my Moments, wing'd with Joy, 
And . theſe Amuſements tire, 

On his Soul-enchanting Tyre 


Reſting, Sleep with ſweet Surprize, 
Soft- deſcending Seals my Eyes. 


Hence, inquiring Stranger, go, 
You have all you wiſh'd to know ; 
[ ſhall prattle while I ſtay + 
More inceſſant than a Tay. 
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ODE XXXIV. 
NC — fly me not, alluring Fair, 2 
Nor ſcorn theſe Locks of ſilver Hair, 


Tho' Youth now lends thee ev'ry Grace, 


And Beauty blooming paints thy Face, 
Tho' Nature o'er thy Cheeks hath ſſ pread Dull 
The ſmiling Morning's pureſt Red, dnat 
Tho' all that's loy'ly dwells in thee, 

Yet fly not thus from Love, and Me. 8e 


8 Ado 

How do thoſe Wreaths delight the Eye, And 
Compos'd of Blooms of various Dye! Forg 
See, Nymph, how fair the Lilly ſhows, | But 


Entwin'd around the bluſhing. R/ 


( 133 ) 
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0n the CoRpaRrAaTioNS riding the Fxax- 
CHISES, 1725. 


= By ſhall the Muſe debaſe her Song, 
To paint a rude unpoliſh'd Throng, 
Dull, aukward Mimics of the Great, 


dnatch'd from the Counter into State 


See — ! to the Crowd che Pageant ſhown, 


Adorn'd with Beauties not his own, 
And while in borrow'd Pomp array'd, f 
Forgerful a himſelf, and Trade ! 
But all his Trappings laid aſide, 
Thoſe gay Inflamers of his Pride, 
| T His 


29 ——x—— 


[ 
—— —  — 
- 


— 3 hh en EZ SA. 2» wee KEW ⁰¹ A 24 - Au 
a — — - — — — — — — — — ” * — 
— - 2 = — —— 


* ooo oodgdw> 


— ce eee 7˙*˙ s — 


' 
| 
| 
| 
ö 


| 


—— — — 


— -- 


—— — ̃ꝙ 


6134) 


His fancy d Honours are no more; 4] 


 Hegrows — as worthleſs as before. 


Wn... 


Thus, when the Sun his Glory pours 
T 0 gild a Cloud, that teems with Show'rs, 
Deckt in a beautiful Diſguiſe, 
The ſhow'ry Cloud attracts our Eyes; 
ſ But, when the Sun withdraws the Rays, 
That taught admiring Crouds to gaze, 


Thoſe Beauties fly that made it priz'd, 


The Cloud remains, — remains deſpis d. 


133) 
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Lee 


To Vat6ius, refuſing to ſup with me. 


Algius, the gen'rous, and the wiſe, 
If aſk'd to ſup with me, denies; 
« He can't in Conſcience ſup, or dine, 


% With one, whoſe Income's ſmall as mine. 


Ye Pow'rs! believe me when I vow, 5 
I never wiſh'd for Wealth till now; 
Tis Death to want the Means to ſpend, 
But O! — 'tis more to want a Friend. 
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To Varus. In the Country. 


Nil ego contulerim jucundo ſanus Amico. 


ar 


— — 
* 


85 H O' here confin'd to Noiſe and Care, 


To thick, impure, Beotian Air, 
Tho' here no Scenes delight the Eye, 
Or give the Fancy Wings to fly; 
Yer, when I read thy perfect Lines, 
Where all Poetic Beauty ſhines, 
Where Thought ſublime, and Taſte polite, 
And Wit and Elegance unite, 
The raptur'd Muſe attempts to ſing, 


And tunes for thee the trembling String. 
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( 137 ) 


You, Varus, in ſo ſweet a Strain, 


Deſcribe the bliſsful rural Scene, 

That while I read, with raviſh'd Eyes 
1 ſee a new Creation riſe, 

Of Hills, or Lawns, or verdant Vales, 


Or Groves, ſoft-waving with the Gales, 


I ſeem to tread enchanted Ground, 


And ſee all Nature ſmile around. 
| 0 
Charm d with the Song —, methinks with chee 
The mazy- running Stream I ſee, 
Or hangs the Woods or Groves to hear 
The wing'd Creation charm the Ear, 
Or laid on primros'd Banks along 


Enamour'd, hear thy ſweeter Song, 


(138) 

And chro th' Exalted numbers trace 
All Milton's Strength, and Mar's grace. 

What Joy, O Friendſhip ! do we find 
In thee, to raiſe the human Mind! 
Friendſbip's the nobleſt Bliſ we know 
That virtuous Souls can taſte below, 
The ſacred, ſocial, tender Tye 
of Souls immortaliz d on high: 
It makes our Pleaſures more ſincere, 
Divides, and wifes ev'ry Care, 


Forbids the burden'd Heart to ſigh, 


And wipes the Tear from Sorrow's Eye, 


Makes Solitudes and Deſarts pleaſe, 
And ſooths the Soul a thouſand Ways. 


\ 


Judicious 


R 


(139) 


Judicious Varus] form'd to ſhine 
In A refin'd, and Lays divine! 
You' imitate thoſe Bards ſo well, 
In whoſe bleſt Strains the Muſes dwell, 
Whom Fame hath hymn'd in ev'ry Clime, 
Whoſe Works deride the Teeth of Time, 
That whatſoe'er in them we praiſe, 
Tranſplanted, bloſſoms in thy Lays, 

: 3 | 

Thus while the Bee, with ciymic Pow'r, 
Extracts the Sweets of ev'ry Flow'r, 
Refining ev'ry 3 Part, 
And blending all with niceſt Art, 


Thoſe various Sweets in him we find 


Improy'd, collected, and combin d. 
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HAPPINESS. 


P. U'D with Dependence on the Great 


To raiſe me from my humble State; 

Wich paying Court to faithleſs Friends, 

Who diſappointed all my Ends; 

Wich waſting all my blooming Years 
In endleſs Toils, and Hopes, and Fears; 
How fondly longs my Soul to gain 
The calm, uncrowded, rural Scene ! 
To fly the Man whoſe treach'rous Art 
Deludes the undeſigning Heart! 

No Calumny, no pale-cheek'd Care, 
No Envy ſhall attend me there. 


There 


Int 


( 141 ) 


There ſeated neat a gliding Streap), 


Intent on ſore inſpiring Theme, 9 
Or wand'ring o'er the flow'ry Vale, j 
Imbibing Joy from ev'ry Gale, ( 
] ſtrive that bliGful State to gain | | 
So fondly ſought; ſo ſought in vain, | 

| 


| 
Vain are our fondeſt Hopes of Bliſs l 
From ſuch a faithleſs World as this, p | 
: 


Where Vice in ev'ry Form appears, 


In wanton Youth, and pally'd Years; 
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Where Villany exalted ſhines, 
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And Merit unregarded pines ; 
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Angelic Probity's unpriz'd, 
And Heay'n-deſcended Truth deſpis d; | | 


U Where 
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Where Friendſhip's Name conceals a Knave 


Subtle, and ſtudious to deceive, 

(A cu who with great Succeſs, 

At once can murder and careſs ;) 

Where triumphs ſelf-adoring Pride, 
Where Virtue's ſcorn'd, and Gop defy'd. 


Too long deceiv'd I ſtrove to know 
Felicity in Things below. 
But now, O Pow'r ſupreme ! I fee 
True Happineſs reſides with thee, 
With thee, whoſe Wiſdom guides on high 
The Worlds of Light that gild the Sky, 
And made this Earth a Place of Pain, 


A mix d unſatisfying Scene. 
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Let Wealth have' Wings, and Friends profeſt 
stab the ſincere n Breaſt: 
Preferment's golden Shower be ſhed 
On Clodio's undeſerving Head: 

Or Calumny's envenom'd Dart 
Transfix me in the tend'reſt Part : 
Since no Diſtreſs in Time or Place, 
Can make eternal Goodneſs ceaſe, 
In God alone my raptur'd Mind 
Damir Felicity ſhall find. 


To 
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4 DIALOGUE berween the AurHOR || © 


and his FrienD, in the Manner of H 
Horace's 1* Sat. 2* Book. 


AUTEOR. A 

INCE modern Bards, in theſe degen rate Days | * 
8 Are neither paid in Profit, nor in Praiſe; 
Since ev'ry Fool can cenſure what is writ, 
And Fools have ſtrong 8 to Wit; 
Since all who public Authors will commence 
Severely ſuffer for the Claim to Senſe ; 1 
Since none eſcape from Defamation free = 


From Swift and Pope, ro Mævius and to Me; 


Give 


( 145 ) 


Give me, my Friend, my Pollio, thy Advice 


To guide my Conduct in a Point ſo nice: 
I'm but a youthful Candidate for Fame, 


| 
Nor dare to hope a Poet's ſacred Name, | 


Unknown, unnumber'd with the tuneful Throng, 
High-honour'd Names! Immortaliz d by Song; | 
Scarce have I touch'd the fam'd inſpiring Hill, 


And dread eternal Shame for writing ill 
What ſhall I do? 


FRIEND. 


Deſiſt. 
AUTHOR. 
What, quite give o'er 


Th'amuſing Sweets of Verſe — and write no more? 


1 * — 


— 


F Trebati, a 4 
Quid faciam præſcribe Quieſcas. Ne faciam, inquis, 1 
Omnino verſus? Aio. Ho R. 


2 
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FRIEND. 


( 146 ) 
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FRIEND. 


So I adviſe ; for Authors vainly ftrive 
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For Favour, Wealth, or Hippineſs, alive: 


| 
| 
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Ev'n Hope, the Poet's fancy-raiſing Pow'r, 

His ſole Recourſe at each diftreſsful Hour, 

That bounteous Goddeſs who alone ſuſtains 
Dejected Authors, and rewards their Pains, 

; Far hence is fled: — the low-ſoul'd Great refuſe 
To ſmile on Merit, or careſs the Muſe. 


Yet if, to Prudence and Diſcretion blind 


*The Love of Verſe is rooted in your Mind, 


If undeterr'd by Turpto's diſmal Fate, 


Too early raſh, and penitent too late ; 


— — " nn 


Si tantus amor ſcribendi te rapit, &c. 


It 


If 
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If Critic-proof you patiently can bear 
The various Plagues of Doubr, and Hope, and Fear; 
If thus reſolv'd, chuſe ſome exalted Theme, 

To raiſe at once your Fortune, and your Fame: 
Your ſweeteſt Songs to Dor/et's Glory raiſe 

A Dorſet's Name will dignify the Lays ; 

In him the Muſe, unflatt ring may commend 

The Friend of Virtue, and the Muſe's Friend; 


A Soul enrich'd with ev'ry ſocial Grace 


That gives Perfection to the human Race. 


AUTHOR. 
O Polio, fondly wou'd thy Friend purſue 
Thar Path to Glory pointed out by you, 


* Cupidum — yires deficiunt. &c. 
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But Im deny'd by all-diſpoſing Fate; 
A Genius equal to a Task fo great : 
Such Love to Merit, ſuch Delight to bleſs, 


Such Joy to raiſe the Wretched froni Diſtreſs; 


So rich a Mind, with ev'ry Virtue fraught, 

Such Worth as his tranſcends the Poet's Thought, 
To nobler Bards ſuch godlike Themes belong, 
And aſk a Maro's, or a Pollio's Song, 


. But ſay, my Friend, in this ill-judging Age, 
® When Verſe and Learning mourn the Critic's Rage, 
Why ſhall che Vain, the Dull, and Thouſands more, 
Uncenſur d act their Follies o'er and o'er ? 

Is there no Pride, no Villany, no Crime, 


No Fools to ridicule, but Fools in Rime ? 


The 


6 


The ſoft Cinitus with ſurprizing Care 
Aﬀects the Liſp, and Languiſh of the Fair, 
In Dreſs and Nonſenſe trifles out the Day, 
Or fits facetious at a mournful Play; 

This delicate Diſgrace to human kind 
In ev'ry Part is poliſh'd —— but his Mind. 


Corvus the Dolt, with undiſcerning Head, 
In Euclid-Learning is profoundly read, 
Whence with amazing Toil a Fund he gains 
T6 rack at once his Hearers and his Brains; 
To make him tail eternally at Wit, 
And read unmov'd what Swrft or Flaccus writ: 
Whence he extracts the Wiſdom and Grimace 
To talk of Trifles with important Face, 


X 


* 
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To act a ſtupid, Senſe-deteſting Part, 


And dull by Nature, grows more dull by Art. 45 
Ye 

Paulo is bleſt with an immenſe Eſtate, PE 

In all Things — but a Soul — and Virtue — Great: Bu 
Stiff in Brocade, in Vanity profuſe, * 
What can he ſpare for any godlike Uſe? 5 
Paulo forgets that Providence intends 1 
His Gifts for better, more exalted Ends; De 
With Joy unhop'd to ſwell the Soul diſtreſt, 4 


And bleſs himſelf by making others bleſt, 
To heal the wounded Heart, true Worth to raiſe, 
Diffuſing Happineſs a thouſand Ways. 
Frizn. 
3 
Great is the Taſk, and glorious is the Rage 
To laſh the darling Follies of the Age, 


To 
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To favour Virtue, Vice to ridicule, 


And ſcourge the baſe, the vain, the ſtudy'd Fool : 


Yet Bards may write, Philoſophers declaim, 


And brand with Infamy the Villain's Name ; 


But what avail thoſe Leſſons of the Wiſe ? 


Few look at Virtue with untainted Eyes: 
Few can believe that Satire is deſign d 
To mend, to poliſh, to improve the Mind; 


Deaf are the Vicious to inſtructive Rhimes, 


And blaſt the Poet, to aſſert their Crimes. 


"7 
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D E., 
Perform'd at the 


CasTLE of DUBLIN, 


a OGeron 3% 


BEING THE 


BIRTH-DAY 


Of His SACRED MajesTyY 


KING GEORGE I. 


_—— * th. 


Conamur, tenues, grandia, 
Landes egregii Cæſaris 
Fic dies vere mihi feſtus, atras . 

Eximet Curas : Ego, nec tumulium, 
Nec mori per vim metuam, tenente 
8 C ſare lerras. 
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COERCE. 
A EASE RAE 


78 
* 


| | A NC 
: 
O VE. kt 
- RECITATIF{E 


Eo EAT, inexhauſted Source. of Day, 
Bright Parent of the genial Ray, 


- 


Unfold thy pureſt Beams of Light, 


and bring with thee, enliv'ning Pow'r ! 


Each filver-wing'd, each bliGful Hour, 


Joy-creating, rob'd in white. 
— 


AIX. 


1 


Like thee AUGUSTUS reigns below, 


From Him diffuſive Bleſſings flow, 


(158) 
And cloath'd with Grandeur, Glory, ** 
He emulates thy Rei gn above. 
Da Caph 
A TR. 
Wake the Soul-enchanting Lute, 
The warbling Lyre, the breathing Flute, 
And touch the io! into Sound: 


With Joy let ev'ry Voice proclaim 

A GEoRGE, the fav'rite Son of Fame, 
With all exalted Virtues crown'd. 

ATR. 

Sacred Wiſdom, heav'nly Gueſt ! 
And Juſtice, Attribute divine f 

Fix their Empire in his Breaſt, 

And bid the finiſh'd Hero ſhine: 


Fo 
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Who gives a Luftre to the Throne, 
And makes his People's Joy his own. 


Da Capo. 

RECITATIFE. | 

This Day be ſacred o'er the Earth, 
| | 


The Day that gave AvGusTvs Birth; 
For he abundant Wealth ſupplies, 
And bids neglected Mx riſe. } 
ATR. {i 

That Zearning, Virtue, Wiſdom gain | 
Piſtinguiſh'd Honours in his Reign, f 
Let CART'RET's Worth high-rais'd proclaim. | 
If Wiſdom yet may higher ſoar, i 
if Merit be rewarded more, | ki 
Yet greater Glories ſhalt exalt his Name. 


Da Capo. | 
Y AIR || 
— 
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"Bu 


Plenty, dreſt in Smiles appears, 


Her heav'nly Form, delighted, rears, 


And Pleaſure ſports in ev'ry Face: 

; Thoſe Bleſſings, which unceafing flow 
From his indulgent bounteous Hand. 

Let proud oppreſſing Tyrant he 


To bleſs, is nobler than command. 


RECITATIVE. 
What Myfe can in a glorious Light, f 
His early Excellence diſplay; 


He fpread ConyusIoN and DisMay * 


And Learning, beauteous Child of Peace, 


Da Capo. 


When, cloath'd with Terrors, chro the Fight 


AIR 


8 


B 
- 
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ATR. 


dee! fir d with Ardor to engage, 


The BRITISH AMMON pours along 


With an impetuous Torrent's Rage, 
And pierces thro the thickeſt Throng ! 
Slaughter waſtes at his Command, 
And Thouſands fink beneath his Hand; 
The Combat bleeds where-e'er he goes, 
And wide the purple Deluge flows, 
RECITATIVE. li 
While thro the vanquiſh'd Hoſt, 5 lj 
By his intrepid Valour loſt, ll 
Amazement, Terror, Diſcord fly, | 


And Fear, with oft-reverted Eye. 4 


Y 2 AIR, ||| 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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ATR: 


Goddeſs Glory, haſte, prepare 
The golden Wreath for Gzorce's Brow, 


GeokGr, more worthy of thy Care, 
Than all that Nature form'd till now, 


Tho' Bxunswick's, and a NassAv's Name, 


Have fill'd the loudeſt Voice of Fame. 
Da Capo. 
ATR 
Ye ever-watchful Guardian Pow'rs, | 
Propitious round Auguſtus wait, | by 
Bid the ſmiling, circling Hours, LAY e Li 


Waft new Glories to his State; 
On him let ev'ry Bleſſing flow, 
That Man can hope, or Heav'n beſtow. 


Da Capo, 
RECH 


- 
PR 


— 
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 RECITATIVE 
Heav'n, to grace his Throne inclin'd, 
Created, with exadteſtCang 
Caxouine, ſurpaſſing fair, 
And famp'd Perfection on her Mind, 
ATR. 
Worthy over Hearts to reign, 
Beauty's Hand thy Perſon dreſt, 
The Graces too, a wean Train, 
In ev ry Feature ſmile confeſt; 
Br'ry cum, and Gift divine 
Lives in gracious CAROLINE. 


Do c 


ATR 
0 Fate! to crown the glorious Scene, 
| Preſerve the blooming Race wich Care, 


For, 
3 
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For, thete the Parent Virtues reign, 

And all our golden Hopes are there | 
Let him thro? riſing Ages 1 
| And bleſs like GzorGt and CAROLINE. 


Da Capt 
CHORUS. 
We ask no more, propitious Fate! b / 
Peculiar Bleſſings for our State; „ Un a I 


That Plenty, Wealth, and Peace may ſmile _ 

And pour Abundance v'er our Ifle : 

But hear, O! hear HIBERNTIA's Pray'r; of 

Preſerve and guard the Royal Pair; WY 20 

In that Rind Heav'n will give us more | 
Of Glory, Grandeur, Wealth, and Fame 


Than &'er adorn'd Britannia's Name; 
Or ever bleſt the World before. 1 
: THE 


[Pracuer of WEALT E, 


h. 
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POET's DIARY: 


OCCASION'D 


By the AuTHoR's receiving 50 J. from his 
 ExceELLENCY the Lord CARTERET, 
as a Premium for the faregoing ODE 


on his MajzsTrY's Birth Day. 


1 


Lzrrzu to Dr. DEL ANT. 


— 


2 - a 1 7 , ? — 
Ey Teivuv & ride Th T4, ire je Ago e. 1, moore 


is *PoCguluw, wn T4 ps I omucav diogugas, % TH 2e1- 
ur N Y d Ti jos Kaos gyauruup. Kenoph. 


Quid juvat immenſum argenti pondus & auri — 
— vigilare metu exanimem, nocteſque, dieſque, 
Formidare malos fures, incendia, ſervos, 

Ne te compilent fugientes; hoc juvat * Horum 

Semper ego optarim pauperrimus eſſe bonorum. Hor. 


as. 4 


T H-E 


Pracueg of WEALTE, 


3 aw. Þ 


POE Ts DIARY. 


In a LETTER to Dr. DEL ANTYT:. 
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Dear Doctor, 


Ho you expected to ſee me 
dhe happieſt Man in the World, 
by the extraordinary Honours 
which I receivd from his Excellency, 
Z yet 
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yet I cannot forbear acquainting you 
that you are greatly diſappointed in that 
Reſpect. 

Before I receiv'd his Bounty, (which 
far ſurpaſſed my Hopes, and was more 
the Effect of his Generoſity than any 
Merit of mine,) I thought Rzches were 
ſo neceſſary an Ingredient in human 
Life, that it was ſcarce poſſible to attain 
any Degree of Happineſs without them. 

I imagin'd that if I had but a compe- 
tent Sum, I ſhould have no Care, no 
Trouble to diſcompoſe my Thoughts, no- 
thing to withdraw my Mind from L/7rtne 


and the My/es, but that, if poflible, 1 


ſhould enjoy a more exalted Degree of 
Content and Delight than I had hither- 
to, But now I perceive theſe Kind of 
Notions to have been the pure genuine 


Effect of a very empty Purſe. 


My 
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My Hopes of Happineſs are vaniſh'd 
at the Encreaſe of my Fortune : My O- 
pinions of Things are of a ſudden fo al- 
tered, that I am taught to pity none ſo 
much as the Nich; who by my Compu- 
tation (after three tedious Weeks Experi- 
ence,) muſt of Neceſſity have an Income 


of Plagues, proportion'd to that of their 
Fortunes, 


I know this Declaration ſurprizes you, 
but in order to convince you, I will, as 
exactly as poſſible, ſet down, by way of 
Diary, the different Emotions of Mind 
which I labour'd under, during the firſt 
three Weeks Guardianſhip (tor I can hard- 
ly call it Poſſeſſion) of that ſame unfor- 
tunate, Care-bringing fifty Pounds, and 
have not the leaſt doubt but you will 
believe my Aſſertion to be true, 


2 2 Monday, 


"= — — — - - 
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Mouday, Feb. 16. 


Receiv'd this Morning the agreeable 
News of being ordered to wait on his Ex- 
cellency the Lord Carteret ; but ſuffered 
a great deal of Perplexity about appear- 
ing before one in ſo eminent a Station, 
and more admired and eminent for 
Learning, and every other Perfection of 
the Mind, — Went however to the 
Caſile — met with a very gracious Re- 
ception — had full Proof of that Affa- 
bility, Wiſdom and Generoſity for which 
his Excellency is ſo peculiarly diſtinguiſh'd, 
and which I knew before only by the 
Teſtimony of others — was ordered to 
go to Mr, T— to receive the Premium 


appointed by my Lord, : 


Memoran 


( 169 ) 
Memorand. Imagin'd my Stature great- 


ly increas'd, and walk d more erect than 


uſual — went on high Spirits to the Se- 
cretary's, (but as a Drawback to my Hap- 
pineſs) receiv'd the diſpiriting Account of 
his being confin'd to his Chamber — 
denied Admittance. 


Memorand. His Excellency eaſter of 
Acceſs than his Ofhcer. : 


— 


Tueſday 17. 


The Secretary ſtill ick — paid a Vi- 
fit to his Street- Door about twelve — 


Z returned Melancholy — 


Wedneſday — A 
Thurſday — dito. 
Friday — ditto. 


Saturday | 
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Saturday — ditto. 
Sunday — ditto. 
O,! 'twas a dreadful Interval of Time! 


Monday 2 3. 


Ordered to wait again on Mr 7 , 
but happening to be over eager to receive 
the Sum, I haſtened away too unſeaſona- 


bly about half an Hour after twelve, and 
found him aflcep —. 


Men. admitted this Morning to ſtand 
in the Hall, and not at the Door as hath 
been ſlanderouſſy and maliciouſly report- 
ed; I preſume, becauſe it N d ſo at 
other Times —. 

Walk'd in the Piazza's till after one, 
ruminating on the various Hopes and Fears 


with which my Mind had been tormented 
| this Week paſt 


could not forbear re- 
peating 


— 
(oo 
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peating aloud the two Lines of the L.;be!, 
which accidentally are not more true of 


Mr. Add:/on than his Friend, 


Who, grown a Miniſter of State 


Sees Poets at his Levee wait. 


Mem. Not under any Apprehenſion of 
being underſtood by any Perſons walking 
there, which were only a few Lawyers, 
and a Parſon or two —. 

Saunter'd again to the Secretary's — 
out of Hope — permitted now to go in- 
to a wide unfurniſhed Apartment in 
half an Hour's Time admitted to his Pre- 
ſence — receiv'd a Bill of fifty Pounds — 
return'd with great Delight —— 

I now imagined that nothing was want- 
ing to make me really happy, I pleas d 
my ſelf alſo with the Thought of com- 
municating Happineſs to my F riends, 

. 
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who would ſhare in my Succeſs, and par- 
ticularly to you who are unwearied in en- 
deayouring to promote the Felicity of o- 
thers. How far I was diſappointed will 
appear in the Sequel — ſo to proceed 
with my Diary. by 
I wrapp'd up my BILL very carefully 
yet could not forbear looking at it 
ſometimes, tho' not oftner than at every 
Street's Length — . But mark the In- 
ſtability of all human Afﬀairs! — As I was 
very attentively reading it, a pert ſwag- 
gering Fellow ruſhes by me I im- 
mediately ſuſpected an Attempt upon my 
Treaſure — look'd as earneſtly as I dar'd 
in the Fellow's Face, and thought I read 
Robbery in the Lines of his Countenance 
— ſo, haſtily ſlipt my Bill into my 
Pocket without its Cover — met a Friend 
— told him of my Succeſs and 


the Generoſity of his Excellency — but 
| pulling 


— 
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pulling out the. Bank Vote haſtily tore it 
in the Middle — diſmally frightened — | 


came home — ſhew'd it to my Wife 


was more terrify'd at hearing that 
it would now be of no Value re- 

ceiv'd ſeveral Compliments from her for 
my Care of it — and, that I was likely 
t % be rich, fince I took ſuch Pains to pre- 
| 


ſerve what I got and the like — 

went directly in a Fit of Anger and Vexa- 
tion to-Henry's Bank — ſmil'd a little 
and ſpoke ſubmiſſively to the Clerk a 
- | obtaind a new Bill return'd again 
vin great Joy — all Things ſettled ami- 
d cably between us. | 


e Mem. Found upon Enquiry that the 
Y ill-favour'd Gentleman abovemention'd 
d was only Mr — what d'ye call him — 
d the Attorney, of whom I need not have | 
at been in ſuch Terror, ſince he was never 
"8 | Aa known | 
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known to be guilty of any ſuch Action in 
a public Way, 

Monda) Might 12 o Clock. 


Went to Bed as uſual — but found 
my ſelf violently pull'd till I awoke — 
ſeiz'd with a very great trembling 


grew leſs concern'd when I heard a Voice 
crying — Take Care of the Bill — found 
immediately it proceeded from the Con- 
cern of my Bed-fellow, who, it ſeems, 
was as ill formed to poſſeſs great Riches 
as my ſelf — pitied her — told her it 
was ſafe — fell aſleep ſoon, but was in 
leſs than two Hours rouz'd again with her 
crying — my Dear — my Dear — are 
you ſure it is ſafe WS To you hear 
fome Noiſe there — ? I'll lay my Life 
there's Robbers in the Room — / Lord ha 
Mercy upon us — ! What a hideous Fel- 


low 
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low juſt now ſaw by my Bedſide with a 
drawn Sword — Or did I dream it — ? 
Trembled a little at her Suſpicions — 
ſlumber'd —— but was awakened a third 
Time in the ſame Manner — roſe about 


Six much diſcompos'd — receiv'd a very 
ſolemn Charge to be watchful againſt 
Accidents and let me beg of you, 


my Dear, to have a great Care of the 
Bill. 


Tueſday 24. 


Became extremely impatient to have 
this tormenting Bill chang d into Money, 
out of a Belief that it would then be leſs 
liable to Accidents, breaking of Bankers, 
Sc. — went to one Bank, and was re- 
fus d — yet was aſham'd to go to Henry's 
ſo ſoon — contriv'd however to get it 
exchang' d after a great Variety of Schemes 

Aa 2 and 
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and Journeys to ſeveral Places 
came home —— ſpread it upon a Table 
to ſee the utmoſt Bounds and Extent of 
my Riches — all the reſt of this Day 
fate contriving where to lay it what 
Part of my Houſe would be moſt ſecure 
what Place would leaſt be ſuſpect- 
ed by Thieves it any ſhould come 
perceiv'd my Mind abundantly more di- 
ſturb'd with having ſo much Money in 
my Cuſtody, than I was before —. 


\ 


' Tueſaay Night II 7 Clock. 


Went round my Houfe to inſpe& the 
Doors whether they were all ſafe 


perceiv'd a great Deficiency of Bars, Bolts, 
Locks, Latches, Door-Chains, Window- 
Shuts, Fire-Arms, c. which I never 
had taken the leaſt Notice of before —. 
Peep'd with great Circumſpection under 

the 


= 
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the Beds — reſolv d to watch this Night 
and to prepare proper Expedients for my 


Security next Morning watch'd ac- 
cordingly. 


Wedneſday 25. 


Extremely fatigu'd with laſt Night's 
watching — conſulted ſeveral Hours a- 
bout preſerving my Wealth, believ'd it 
molt ſafe in Bills — after mature Delibe- 
ration hurry'd away to the Bank, and took 
a Bill for it came away with an 
eaſier Mind walk'd above two 
Streets Length chearfully — but began 
to reflect, that if my Load was lighter, 
yet on the other Hand the Bill might a- 
gain be torn, be dropt, be miſlaid —- 


went back again in Haſte 


once more 
receiv d it in Money brought it 
home - look'd frequently behind me 


as 


Bed 
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as I walk'd hid it — refoly'd 
to lay out the greateſt Part of it in 
Plate — beſpoke it accordingly 


prepard my Fire-Arms — went to 


not one Wink of Sleep all 
this Night ——, 


Thurſday 26. 


Look'd a little paler to Day than 
uſual but, not much concern'd at 
that, ſince it was miſinterpreted by my 


Friends for the Effects of hard Study —— 


invited abroad to Dinner — went — fat 
down to Table, but in that dreadful Mo- 
ment recollected, that my Cloſet, where 
my whole Treaſure was depolited, was 
left open — was obſerv'd to change Co- 


lour, and look terrified —— not Macheth 


' fo ſtarted when he ſaw the Ghoſt of mur- 


der d Banquo at the Feaſt —. 


Mem. 


ER = a4 "OP * 
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Mem. Money a perpetual Apparition 


to the covetous Mind. 


— Ran diſtractedly home — nd 8 


all ſafe, but return'd too late for Din- 
ner — faſted fretted — well faith 
Paul — Money is the Root of all Evil —, 


Thurſday Night 12 & Clock. 
Hired a Watchman to guard my 


Doors went to Bed but no 
thoſe ſame Mind-plaguing 


Sleep | 
Riches floated uppermoſt in my Thoughts 
methinks they cry'd Sleep no 


more J Thy Wealth hath murderd 
Sleep / ſlumber' d however a little 
towards Morning - dreamt of nothing 


but Robbers, Aſſaſſins, Spettres, Flames, 


Hurricanes — wak d in great Terror. 


Dear 
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Dear Doctor, 
It would be too tedious to purſue the 
| dreadful Narration any further. Every 
Day adminiſter'd new Cauſe of Uneaſi- 
neſs, nor did my Concern forſake me 
even in the midſt of Company and Wine. 
Till J had the Plate ſent home I was 


uneaſy, left after I had order'd it to be 
made I ſhould be robb'd of my Money, 


and then not be able to pay for it; and 
when 1 had it once in my Poſſeſſion, I 
trembled every Inſtant for Fear of loſing 
it for ever. | 

8 When at home, I was afraid of being 
| murder for my Subſtance; and when 
abroad, I was as much terrified with the 
Apprehenſion, that either my Servants 
might poſlibly be diſhoneſt, and ſo con- 
| trive to deprive me of it while I was not 
guarding it; or elſe, that by Careleſsnels 


| they 
wa 
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they might ſet Fire to my Houſe and de- 
ſtroy it all at once, ? 

Every Bell J heard ring, I immediate- 
ly imagin'd to be a Fire Bell; and every 
Hre Bell alarm'd me with a Belief that 
my own Houſe was in a Blaze; ſo that I 
was plagued without Interruption. 

Since I have recover'd my ſelf a little, 
I have made an exact Calculation of the 
Quantity of Pleaſure and Pain which 1 
endur'd, and I ſhall ſhew you the juſt 


Balance the more fully to convince you, 


B b A fanh- 
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A faithful Account wf the Happimeſs and 
Miſery of MarTHEW PilxinGToON, 
Clerk, for the Space of eleven Days, on 
recerving fifty Pounds from his Excel- 
lency the Lord CARTERET. 


. | 
During the whole Time of JP» Hour. Min. 
being with my Lord, ande © 1 0 
till I went to the Secretary's. 
By telling my Succeſs to ſeve- g 
ral Friends, and ebe 
his Excellency's Perſon " n 
Perfections. 
By receiving the Sum from 
"Mr T- : 8 1 
By obtaining the new Bill for 5 
© 


that which was torn, and 1 0 


pacifying my Wife. 


Total of Happineſs © 7 2 
MISE- 
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MISERABLE. 


* 


Day. Hour. Min. 
All the Remainder. 10 16 56 


To conclude all, to keep my Mind 
as calm and quiet as it was in the Days 
of my Poverty, I have expended thirty 
two Pounds in Plate, to be a Monu- 
ment of his Excellency's Generoſity to 
me: And that Plate I have lodg'd at a 
rich Neighbour's Houſe for its Securit/; 
about ten Pounds I have expended in 
fortifying my Houſe, againſt the next 
Money-Mzrsfortune may happen to me; 


of which however at preſent there ap- 


pears no great Danger. And if provi- 
dentially my Fortune be advancd, I 
hope to bear it with greater Reſolution, 

7 . and 
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and to be in a better Condition to pre- 
ſerve it, Iam 


Dear Doctor, 


Your Affectionate 
Dublin, March | 


6, 1730. 
26, 1730 Friend and Servant, 


Marx. PILKINGTON, 


. 
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HE Adr of ien in + ae (IE 
| "ol 2 Vol. French and Englih, Price.s . 


un Mor ros of the SveEctators, TaTtLERs, 
egg tranſlated into Enghþ, rice 25. 6d, 
N. B. the above Book is printed on the ſame Paper and 
Letter as the Spectators, Oc. beiag ven projer ts, be 
Fouad to then, | 
3. Letters — a Moo at Loxbom to his Faun 
at Toys, containing an Account of his Journey thro? 


England, with his © ervations on the Laws, Cuſtoms, 


Religion, and Manners of the Exzg/iþ Nation. 
Whole interſperſed with Hiſtorical Remarks * | 
Obſervations, Price, 25. 6d. 
SruBoLa HEtrorca, or the Mottoes of the Nobility 
and ew ont of Great Britain and Ireland, placed alpha- 
y the proper Owner of any Coat of 
A if Phot * 10 which th are fixed, ma; 8 
dily known; a"compleat a 185 Liſt of the No- 
bility of eich Kingdom, the es of their ſeveral Pa- 
tents, or Summons to Parliament, their chief Seats in 0 
Country, and Places of Reſidence in Town, with Liſts 
the Fab, and of 'of the Order of the Garter, Thiſtle, 
N * referring to their ſev 
ce 15.6 
PT Naw and 15 MxTHop to underſtand the Roman 
oy, with an exact Chronology of the Reign of the 
an Account| of the moſt eminent Authors, 


When they flounſh'd; and an Abridgment of the Re- 


man T = pou and Cuſtoms ; by Queſtion and An- 
rice 22. 

6. Mav ER's FxEnCH GRANMNAR, vith Additions, 
enrich'd with new Words, a bew Method, and all the 
Improvements of that polite Language, as it is now ſpoke 
in the Court of France, wherein is contained an extraor- 
dinary and methodical Order for the Acquiſition of that 
.Tges, viz. a moſt modiſh Pro Lunciati „the Conjuga- 
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tion of all Verbs both regular and irregular, ſhort and ſub- 
ſtantial Rules, as alſb 4 Vocabulary, and a moſt exact new 


Grammar of the Eng/ijb Tongue, deſigned for the Uſe of 


Foreigners who are deſirous of learning that Language. 
The 7 * ighth Edition, Price 25. 

7. A Wrtx's CoxvxRSATIo on the Plurality of 
Worlds, by Monſ. FonTENELLE. Tranſlated from the laſt 
Edition; wherein are many Improvements, and new Ob- 
ſervations on ſeveral Diſcoveries which have been made in 
the Heavens. By Wiliam Gardiner, Eſq; The Third 
Edition. To which is added, Mr. Add:/on's Defence of the 
Newtonian Philoſophy, Price 25. 6d. 

8. Pokus on ſeveral Occaſions. - Containing, The 
Progreſs of Muſick in Feland, The Poets Well, An 
Eſſay towards a Tranſlation of Anacreon, An Ode on his 
Majeſty's Birth- Day. To which is added. The Praun 
of WEAaLTH, occaſioned by the Author's receiving fifty 


Pounds from his Excellency the Lord Carteret, for the fore- 


mentioned Ode ; with ſeveral Poems not in the Dublin Edi- 
tion, By Matthew Pilkinten, M. A. Revis'd by the Rev. 
Dr. Swift. The Second Edition, Price 3 5. 

9. Law QuizBLEs, or a Treatiſe of the Evaſion, 
Tricks, . Turns, and Quibbles commonly uſed in the Proſeſ- 
fion of the Law, to the Prejudice of Clients, and others; 
neceſſary to be peruſed by all Attornies, and thoſe who 
are or may be concerned in Law Suits, Trials, Oc. to 
avoid the many Abuſes, Delays, and Expences introduced 
into Practice: With Abſtracts of all the late Statutes for 
amending the Law, relating to Attornies, Arreſt and Bail, 
Bribery, Forgery and Perjury, Juries, Juſtices of Peace, 
Priſoners in Execution, Law Proceſs, Rents of Tenants, 
c. under proper Heads; and an Eſſay on the Amend- 
ment and Reduction of the Laws of England, and a new 
propos'd Act of Parliament for a thorough Regulation of 
the Practice of the Law. The Fourth Edition, corrected 
and much enlarged. To which is now added, a Second 
Part, containing very curious Precedents of Conveyances in, 
extraordinary Caſes ; likewiſe Proceedings and Precedents 
in Chancery, and at Common Law, in Engliſs, with Law 
Notes thereon, Price 45. 


N. B. At the above Shop Ready Money is given for any 
| Library or Parcel of Books. 
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